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{Official  organ  of  t  he  fifty -cent  cult) 


TAKE 
CARE! 


"Why  did  you  jilt  youn^  Lucrebucks?" 

"Exasperating.     He  never  mixed  a   tense 
in  his  life!" 


Are  You  Embarrassed         ..^tj^hl 
by  Using  English  Correctly? 
There  Hain  't  No  Good  in  It! 

Only  the  educated  use  Good  English,  and  look  where  they  ain't  in  the  social  scale!  Any  good  bootlegger  can  show 
them  six  Packards  to  a  Ford,  even  if  he  does  split  his  infinitives.  Any  reputable  plasterer,  even  if  he  thinks  a  semi- 
colon is  half  of  the  intestinal  tract,  can  bury  your  stylist  up  to  his  epiglottis  in  golden  assets.  Don't  be  a  prude  with 
words!  Their  greatest  use  is  misuse.  Ask  Coolidge.  Who  makes  the  most  kale,  Cabell  or  Brisbane?  No  one  ever  got 
anywhere  except  into  bankruptcy  on  a  balanced  sentence;  parallel  construction  has  ruined  more  lives  than  marriage, 
more  homes  than  Ben  Lindsey;  correct  diction,  not  halitosis,  is  the  secret  of  many  a  salesman's  failure!  Do  you 
want  to  get  somewhere?  Send  for  Sherwin  Moldy's  "Terrified  Tenses" — Now!  Chuck  your  grammar,  sling  your 
slang,  buy  a  hammer,  join  the  gang! 

Be  a  Lowbrow  ! 

What  is  zeugma  in  your  young  life?  What  does  Henry  Ford  know  about  chiasmus  or  making  Fords?  Could 
Shakespeare  pronounce  onomatopoeia?  Nothing.  Nothing.  No.  Then  why  should  you?  Join  the  happy  throng 
who  think  paradox  is  two  prescription  bootleggers;  swell  the  glorious  gang  who  think  hyperbole  is  a  Russian  Movie 
Actress!  Zane  Grey  believes  asyndeton  is  polysyndeton's  brother  and  that  they  both  are  Greek  dramatists.  Did  you 
know  that?  Metonymy  tripped  up  Bryan  and  it  will  trip  you  up  too,  if  you  don't  forget  thou  shalt  not  crucify  man- 
kind on  a  cross  of  mold !    Join  the  lowbrows,  be  yourself — toss  your  scruples  on  the  shelf! 

Throw  Away  Your  Grammar! 

Where  did  the  rhetoricians  get  their  lien  on  the  language?  Fill  out  the  blank  below  (Now!)  and  surpass  Dr.  Frank 
Crane  in  Verbal  Atrocities! 


My  handle  is: 

/  suffer  from  (1)  correct  spelling,  (2)  good  usage,  (J)  Harvard  accent. 

My  refuge  of  peace  is: 

/  agree  to  pay  the  postman  two  dollars  for  '  'Terrified  Tenses,  "  and  if  I  do  not  begin  to  massacre 
the  King's  English  in  ten  days,  my  money  will  be  grudgingly  refunded. 

SHERWIN  MOLDY     Gaitleg,  Iowa     R.F.D.  13 


THE  PRESTIGE  OF 
R  &  K  CLOTHES 


Is  only  the  reflection  of  a  product 
that  season  after  season  has  ex- 
actly expressed  University  Styles 


The  Fabrics  in  our    5U— 

Topcoats  are  exclusive, 

imported   and    cannot  be 

duplicated  elsewhere 


REXFORD  &  Kelder 

Largest  University  Clothiers  in  the  West 

25  Jackson  Blvd.  East 

Kimball  Building  CHICAGO 


One 


[\IOlRlriHI\V\ViE/l!EIDI^  f^'DIDPILF  ipAIKIQOT 


Scrambled 

"Did  yez  hear  bout  the  trick  someone  put  over  on 
old  Hank?" 

"No." 

"Someone  left  one  of  dem  there  birth-control 
pamphlets  in  the  hen  house,  and  he  ain't  had  no  egg 
for  a  month." 

— Jester 

Orator:  .  .  .  and  now  I  pause  to  ask  myself  a 
question. 

Voice  from  the  Crowd:  And  a  darned  silly  answer 
you'll  get,  too. 

—  Tiger 


Tlfi 


[VjOlRiriH\V\ViE/TlEID^  pUIPPILiF  f)AlRIROT 


The  Norfolk  is  back!  Bart  Murray  saw 
it  coming  six  months  ago  and  has  devel- 
oped a  new  Jacket  that  is  the  smart,  au- 
thentic Norfolk  of  the  year.  Murray  Nor- 
folks  are  tailored  by  Adler-Rochester 
from  fabrics  entirely  consistent  with 
supremacy   of   style   and    workmanship. 


Three 


The  Crowd  Does  Europe. 

$i^j  over  and  hack! 

DON'T  let  your  dear  upstage  friends  put  any- 
thing over  on  you  next  year,  with  their  "When 
we  were  in  Paris,  oh  hoy!  .  .  .  "—"When  the  crowd 
hit  Deauville  .  .  .  "—"One  day  when  we  were  down 
in  Monte  Carlo  . . .  ".  Now's  the  time  to  plan  to  be 
in  it,  too — from  Montmartre  to  Mont  St.  MicheL 
It  isn't  as  if  it  cost  a  fortune.  You  can  go  and 
return  by  the  French  Line  for  $197.  Tourist  third 
class,  of  course.  There's  sure  to  be  a  gang  that 
brought  their  music  with  them.  There'll  be  pretty 
girls.  Theaccommodation  is  excellent — in  the  state- 
rooms, on  deck,  and  for  dancing.  As  for  meals — well, 
everybody's  heard  about  French  Line  cooking. 

To  get  the  money,  the  best  line  is  to  tell  the 
family  your  education  will  be  a  flop  without  seeing 
what  you've  read  about — it's  the  truth,  by  the  way. 
Tell  them  you  need  finish,  polish,  sai'oir  /aire  to  be 
worthy  of  them.  Work  the  Cathedrals,  the  chateaux, 
the  edge  on  your  French  — that's  for  mother.  Try 
the  international  viewpoint,  the  World  War,  the 
necessity  of  understanding  the  European  mind  for 
markets  abroad  —  that's  dad.  Begin  now  and  work 
gradually  —  and  they'll  think  they  thought  of  it 
themselves.   Leave  it  to  you! 

Information  from  any  French  Line  Agent 
Office,  or  write  direct  to  19  State  Street.  N. 


Day  and  Night  Parking 

special  Rates  by  the  Month 
Lubricating   and    Repair    Service 


Supplies 
Accessories 


Tires 
Equipment 


350  CAR 
STORAGE  CAPACITY 

Centrally  Located  Fire- Proof 

1725  SHERMAN  AVE. 

Opposite  Varsity  Theatre 
Tel.   GREENLEAF  4850-4851 


Our  illustrated  booklets  are  a  trip  in  themselves 


COLLEGE  MODELS 

By 

KUPPENHEIMER 

MADE-TO-MEASURE 


The  "GRAD" 

3  Button  Coat 

The  "SQUAD" 

New  2  Button  Coat 


E.  S.  EHMEN 

Studio  Bldg.  2  Doors  No.  of  Varsity  Theatre 


Entered  at  the  Post  Office  at  Evanston,  III.,  as  second'class  matter,  November.  1924. 
Twenty-five  Cents  the  Copy.    Two  dollars  the  year 


COATRACK 

{Continued  From  Page  S6oi) 

in  contact  with  something  cold  and  clammy  to  the  touch. 
He  jumped  nervously,  cursed  softly,  and  inquired  what  it 
was  that  he  had  touched. 

"Oh,"  replied  Coatrack,  laughingly,  as  she  held  the 
coat  up  in  the  light  from  the  street-lamp  for  his  inspec- 
tion, "it's  probably  one  of  my  skins.  You  see,  I  love  mj' 
codfish  so  much  that  1  have  a  collection  of  the  skins  that 
are  particularly  dear  to  me  sewn  in  the  linings  of  my  coats. 
That's  why  I  wear  so  many.  I  like  to  have  the  little  dears 
with  me  always!" 

The  gentleman  friend,  Isadore,  looked  unbeliexingly, 
but  surely  enough,  there  was  row  upon  row  of  glistening 
peaux-de-poissoii,  sewn  carefully  in  the  lining  of  the  coat. 
His  eyes  bulged. 

"But,  Coatrack,"  he  ejaculated,  "whatinell  will  \ou 
ever  do  with  all  them  fish  skins?  Their  economic  value 
is  negligible,  and  I  doubt  if  their  aesthetic  value  equals 
their  economic.  They  are  simply  a  nuisance  to  you.  This 
mania  will  probably  grow  until  you  actualh'  stagger 
under  the  burden  of  your  skins!" 

"Isadore,"  she  replied,  "I  adores  them.  They  are  the 
skins  that  I  love  to  touch!  Now  look  at  this  one  here!" 
She  pointed  to  one  near  the  left  shoulder  blade.  "Did  you 
ever  see  a  purtier  specimen  than  that  there?  So  shiny  and 
smooth.  That  skin  was  on  as  purty  a  cod  as  I  ever  hopes 
to  see.  A  fisherman  named  Sarkinello,  over  at  Gloucester, 
gave  him  to  me.  Oscar  (I  always  called  him  Oscar)  was 
a  great  big  glistening  cod  with  the  nicest  eyes.  He  was 
almost  human.     I  remember  when  I  cut  his  head  off  to 

(Continued  on  Page  Seven) 


Attention 
New  Actives 


c7nitiation  is  over.  Gain  prestige 
like  your  sorority  sisters  or  frater- 
nity brothers.  Use  your  crest  sta- 
tionery for  all  social  correspondence. 
It  will  give  you  distinction  and 
recognition. 

At  Chandler's  you  Will  find  a  com- 
plete stock,  of  sorority  and  fraternity 
crest    stationery.       Purchase    yours 
now.      Begin  using  it  today. 

Otandler's 


ii 


/bunfain.  S<^ua.re  » 
Ei•vy^.^<r  stoist 
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"The  Business  College  with  a 
University  Atmosphere" 

PREPARE  for  a  business  career  at  the  only 
Business  College  in  the  West  which  re- 
quires every  student  to  be  at  least  a  four-year 
High  School  graduate. 

Beginning  on  the  first  of  April,  July,  October, 
and  January,  we  conduct  a  special,  complete, 
intensive,  three-months'  course  in 
stenography  which  is  open  to 

College  Graduates  and 
Undergraduates  Only 

Enrollments  for  this  course  must  be  made 
before  the  opening  day — preferably  some  time 
in  advance,  to  be  sure  of  a  place  in  the  class. 
Stenography  opens  the  way  to  independence, 
and  is  a  very  great  help  in  any  position  in 
life.  The  ability  to  take  shorthand  notes  of 
lectures,  sermons,  conversation,  and  in  many 
other  situations  is  a  great  asset. 

BULLETIN  ON  REQUEST 
No    Solicitors    Employed 

PAUL  MOSER,  J.  D.  Ph.  B.,  President 

116  South  Michigan  Avenue 

I  Randolph  4347  12th  Floor  Chicago,  Illinois 

In  the  Day  School  Girls  Only  are  Enrolled 


The  Collegiate 

Lightness,  comfort,  strength  and  firm- 
ness, these  are  the  qualities  of  the  Aimer 
Coe  "Collegiate,"  an  ideal  spectacle  for 
work  and  study.  Your  lenses  can  be 
duplicated  in  this  or  in  any  one  of  the 
more  than  twenty  Aimer  Coe  styles. 


Aimer  Coe  &   Company 

Scientific  Opticians 

1645  Orrington  Avenue 

Om'nglon  al  Church  Street 
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BARBER  SHOP:  Page 

Orrington  Barber  Shop 30 

BEAUTY  PARLORS: 

Anderson  Institute 2 

Helen  Henderson  Beauty  Shoppe 7 

CAFETERIA: 

Women's  Exchange  Cafeteria 6 

CONFECTIONER: 

Life  Savers,  Inc 7 

CHURCH: 

St.  Luke's  Parish 6 

COLLEGE: 

Moser  Business  College 5 

DRUG   STORE: 

Walgreen  Company 7 

FLORIST: 

London's  Flower  Shop 32 

GARAGE: 

Service  Garage 4 

HAT  SHOP: 

Lillian  Hat  Shop 7 

HOTEL : 

North  Shore  Hotel  

JEWELER  : 

Lee  Nelson  ...  17 


MEN'S  FURNISHINGS:  Page 

Adler-Rochester  Clothes 3 

Arrow  Collars Back  Cover 

Charter  House 32 

E.  S.  Ehmen 4 

Finchley                 30 

Marion  R.  Gray  Company 34 

Learbury  College  Clothes 35 

H.  C.  Lytton  &  Sons 29 

Samuel  L.  Pais 32 

Rexford  &  Kelder 1 

Royal  Tailors                    2 

OPTICIAN : 

Aimer  Coe  &  Company 5 

PUBLICATION: 

College  Humor 36 

SHOES : 

Walk-Over  Shoe  Company 34 

STATIONERY: 

Chandler's,  Inc 5 

TOBACCO: 

Camel  Cigarettes 33 

Old  Gold  Cigarettes 31 

Prince  Albert 35 

TRAVEL: 

French  Line 4 


CAFETERIA 

ESTABLISHED  19C5 

1627  Chicago  Avenue 


BREAKFAST  6:45  to  8:30 
LUNCH  11:15  to  1:30 

DINNER  5:15  to  7:30 

NOT  OPEN  SUNDAYS 


SAINT  LUKE'S  PARISH 

HINMAN  AVENUE  AND  LEE  STREET 

George  Craig  Stewart,  D.  D.,  L.  H.  D. 

Daily  7:30  A.M. 
Sundays  7:30-8:15-11-4:30 

The  Abbey  Church  of  Evanston 

ALL  SITTINGS  FREE 
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COATRACK 

(Continued  From  Piigc  Five) 

fry  him  for  supper,  he  looked   at  me  that  reproachful  I 
almost  bawled !" 


IV 


"And  look  at  this  one  here."  She  indicated  a  brunette 
skin  sewed  in  under  the  right  arm-pit.  "That  skin  came 
from  a  big  bullhead  which  I  caught  out  at  Old  Orchard. 
As  virile  a  specimen  as  I  hopes  to  see." 

And  so  she  went  on,  telling  first  of  this  skin,  and  then 
of  that,  and  displaying  a  most  remarkable  memory  in  re- 
calling all  their  life-histories.  The  amazed  gentleman 
friend  went  back  to  the  corner  drug  store  and  circulated 
his  recital  of  Coatrack's  eccentricity. 

Some  of  the  boys  remonstrated  with  her,  suggesting  that 
if  she  rid  herself  of  this  walking  aquarium  she  might  be 
more  successful  in  her  social  endeavors.  One  of  them  e\en 
went  so  far  as  to  intimate  that  if  she  gave  up  this  little 
vice  perhaps  the  objectionable  odor  might  not  be  so 
omnipresent. 

Coatrack  shook  her  head  sadly  and  wistfully. 

"No,  boys,"  she  moaned,  "it's  not  for  me.  I  must  keep 
on  selling  fish,  and  so  I  must  keep  on  smelling  like  a  New 
England  cannery.  Even  if  I  threw  away  my  collection, 
or  sold  it,  the  memory  would  linger  on.  Fishes  make 
such  lasting  impressions  .  .  .  You  know  the  old 
adage,  fellows.  .  .  .  'AH  the  soap  and  water  in 
Hell.     .     .     .'" 

GEORGE   G.    CREAL 


Phi:    '^What's  your  best  course?" 

Beta; ''Straight  past  the  dean's  office 
— what's  yours?" 

Phi:    "A  course  in  etiquette!    Life 
Savers  are  'always  good  taste'," 


Presenting  the  very  latest  con- 
ceptions infe/ts,  crochet  viscas, 
baku,  and  ballibiintl. 

Snug  fitting  crowns,  upturned 
and  drooping  brims. 

LILLIAN  HAT  SHOP 
ORRINGTON   HOTEL 


A  Permanent  for  any  Texture  of  Hair 

Methods:    Eugene  Steam  Oil 
Keen  Oil 
Realistic 

Hand  dry  shampoos  and  treatment|i  to$i.5o. 

Expert  marcelling,  manicuring,   finger  wav- 
ing, hair  cutting  and  water  waving. 

The  Helen  Henderson  Beauty  Shoppe 

Formerly  Wilcox 


Phone  Univ.  8823 


526  Davis  St. 


Strawberries 

Jicst  as  red,  ripe  and 
d  cli  ci  o  u  s  as  they 
grorc  on  the  moun- 
tain slopes  of  Ore- 
gon! 

They're  shipped 
here  direct,  to  be 
.served  in  the 
Ripe  S  t  r  a  tc  - 
herry  Sundae — 
as  rare  a  treat 
as  one  can  find 
in  these  parts  at 
this  time  of 
year.  If  you 
want  to  be  really 
good  to  your- 
self, have  a  Kipe 
^^^^m-tV  t  r  a  jc-  h  e  r  ry 
'"''^^ Sundae  today. 

The  R,pe  Straw-   ry  C^ 
berry  Sundae      ^^  w 

Walgreen  and  Economical 
Drug  Stores 


8999K^ 


THE  AMERICAN  MERCURY 


NOW  ^^^  ^^^  ^^^  '^^^ 

COMPLETE  WORKS 

o/ Horatio  Alger,  Jr. 

In  One  Volume! 

THRILLING  and  Soul-Searing  Exploits  in  the  early  moments  of  the  world — 
when  primal  passions  ruled  mankind.  Spirited  plots,  counter  plots,  and 
garden  plots.  Murders,  assassinations,  homicides  fill  every  page.  Passages  that  chill 
the  blood  and  freeze  the  limbs.  Stories  of  Adventure,  Danger,  and  Sin — and  through 
them  all  runs  the  theme  of  Souls  Saved  by  the  Power  of  a  Good  Woman's  Love! 

WOMEN!        WOMEN!       WOMEN! 

THE  courtesans  of  France,  the  favored  darlings  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans, 
the  Hatracks  of  the  Babbitts  and  the  co-eds  of  the  State  Universities — all 
wend  their  scarlet  ways  through  these  stories.  Here  for  the  first  time  are  exposed 
the  sex  life  of  the  African  Pigmies  and  the  Andalusian  Guinea  Pig.  This  is  your 
opportunity  to  get  the  real  lowdown  on  Cleopatra,  the  World's  Hottest  Mamma! 
Study  her  technique  so  you,  too,  may  develop  "It"! 


FREE 


SEND  no  money!  Pay  when  cured. 
We  absolutely  guarantee  to  pol- 
lute the  cleanest  mind.  Have  you  a 
Puritan  ancestor,  a  flock  of  inhibitions 
or  a  Five  Dollar  Bill?  Pin  the  latter  only 
to  the  coupon  and  mail  it  in  —  Today ! 

UNEXPURGATED! 

HORATIO  ALGER,  JR.,  in  all  his 
unbridled  frankness!  Did  you 
get  a  kick  out  of  Black  Beauty,  out  of 
Alice  in  Wonderland,  the  Bobbsey 
Twins?  Out  of  Little  Women,  the 
Rover  Boys,  the  Water  Babies?  Did 
Grimm's  Fairy  Tales  shock  you,  did 
Mother  Goose  paralyze  your  sarcoph- 
agus? Then  read  Sink  or  Swim  and 
see  what  you  have  missed!  Horatio 
Alger,  Jr.,  has  never  been  surpassed  as 
a  delineator  of  the  Dark  Passions  to 
which  our  race  is  heir! 

The  WHATDA-I-LACK  CO. 

BOOK  EXPLOITERS 
BOSTON  MASS.  (Lotv) 


PLEASE  send  me  without  obligation 
the  Complete  Unexpurgated  Works 
of  Horatio  Alger,  Jr.,  on  thirty  days  free 
trial.  If  I  am  not  satisfied  with  them  I 
shall  return  them  at  once  if  my  borrow- 
ing friends  will  let  me  and  if  you  are 
still  in  business. 


My  name: 

Where  I  want  the  set  sent: 

My  favorite  tabloid  is: 

My  past  love  life  in  full: 

Remarks  (confidential): 

(And  would  you  wish  us  to  send  you 
literature  on  the  Oliver  Optic  Vari- 
orum Edition? 

Why  not? ). 
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EDDIE  GUEST  —  THE  DARKEST  HORSE 


BY  VACHEL  QUINSY 


WITH  their  customary  blundering  myopia,  politicians 
of  both  parties  have  completely  overlooked  the 
one  Logical  Candidate  who  stands  today  for  real, 
honest-to-God,  live-wire  ideals.  If  we  want  this  country 
to  be  the  big,  grand  place  that  Washington  and  Lincoln 
stood  for,  the  only  man  for  president  is  Edgar  A.  Guest! 
The  man  that  likes  all  the  boys  to  clap  him  on  the  back 
and  call  him  Eddie.  The  real  trouble  with  the  adminis- 
tration is  that  it  is  getting  too  objective  and  impersonal. 
What  we  need  is  more  of  the  Glad  Hand  and  the  good  old 
Folksy  spirit. 

In  the  past  we  have  been  too  ready  to  elect  a  man  be- 
cause he  was  a  politician  or  a  diplomat  or  an  executive. 
But  Eddie  Guest  is  none  of  your  high-brow  intellectual 
stuff.  He's  just  a  Man  of  the  People,  just  a  big,  frank, 
downright,  bluff — that  is,  bluilf  sort  of  person,  we  mean. 
A  real  Hundred  Percenter,  that's  Eddie,  and  if  he's 
elected  he'll  show  this  country  a  thing  or  two  about  how 
presidents  ought  to  act. 

For  instance,  Eddie  doesn't  care  a  hang  about  High 
Tariit  or  Low  Tariff  or  Farm  Relief  or  the  Nicaraguan 
Question.     All  he  wants  is  to  do  what's  right  and  what 

will  most  help  the  biggest  number  of  people.     "To  h 

with  the  technicalities,"  said  Eddie  in  an  interview,  "I'm 
for  anything  the  People  want,  and  you  just  tell  them  that 
for  me." 

And  so  that  is  what  Eddie's  platform  will  be:  "What 
the  people  want,  Eddie  is  for."  Now  has  any  other  man, 
even  including  those  noble  souls,  George  L.  Washington 
and  Abie  W.  Lincoln,  ever  run  on  a  more  sensible  or 
more  really  fundamental  platform?  Democracy!  That's 
Eddie  all  over.     And  listen  to  his  campaign  slogan, 

"If  you  would  have  this  Country 

With  Peace  and   Good  Will   Blessed, 
With  a  government  of,  by  an'  for  the  People, 

Just  vote  for  Eddie  Guest." 

There!  Isn't  that  a  perfect  slogan?  And  besides  be- 
ing a  remarkable  political  utterance,  it  is  really  a  master- 
piece of  lyric  poetry. 


II 


But  let  us  consider  Eddie's  qualifications.  (We  keep  call- 
ing him  Eddie  because  he's  just  like  that — if  he  was  be- 
side me  and  I  wrote  "Mr.  Guest,"  he'd  just  as  likely  say, 
"Naw,  can  that  stuff,  old  man  and  call  me  plain  Eddie." 
You  know,  some  homely,  pithy  utterance  like  that.  In 
fact,  that's  the  only  word  that  describes  Eddie,  "just  plain 


homely.")  Now  as  to  his  qualifications  as  we  were  say- 
ing, why  first  of  all,  he  was  born  right  here  in  the  greatest 
country  God  ever  created — the  United  States.  Three 
cheers  and  Amen !  From  the  virgins  of  Maine — the  vir- 
gin forests  of  Maine — to  the  rock-bound  sands  of  Texas, 
from  the  whistling  peanut  stands  of  Coney  Island  to  the 
movie  people  and  other  liars  of  Hollywood,  we  guess  this 
is  about  the  fairest  clime  on  the  face  of  the  globe  or  in 
the  bosom  of  Nature.  This  is  the  land  that  Eddie  Guest 
comes  from.  When  very  young,  he  was  born  in  one  of 
the  eastern  or  western  states  of  this  country,  and  ever  since 
has  lived  there  or  someplace  else. 

Eddie's  early  life  was  that  of  a  good,  normal,  sensible 
man.  And  then  he  took  up  writing  poetry.  The  result 
of  this  is  evident.  Who  is  there  that  has  not  wept,  or 
laughed  on  hearing  Eddie's  poems  read?  Who  is  there 
that  has  not  experienced  the  wild  joy  of  giving  one  of 
his  books  away  for  a  Christmas  present?  And  I  am  sure 
that  the  scholars  and  even  the  professors  who  perversely 
pretend  to  scoff  find  much  that  is  amusing  in  the  work 
of  this  great  leader  of  the  Humanist  School. 

I  realize,  of  course,  that  there  are  many  who  would 
beseech  Eddie  not  to  run,  on  the  ground  that  his  art 
would  suffer — that  he  would  not  be  able  to  produce  as 
many  of  his  exquisite  little  idylls  as  before.  But  Eddie, 
you  must  remember,  is  a  thoroughly  unselfish  being — 
one  of  nature's  noblemen,  you  might  say.  He  holds  his 
country's  welfare  above  his  personal  interests,  and  if  he 
thought  he  could  save  the  country  better  as  president  than 
as  a  poet,  he  would  unselfishl\'  follow  the  path  of  duty. 


Ill 


But  even  after  he  has  been  elected,  Eddie  will  not  com- 
pletely neglect  his  art.  For  he  has  declared  that  he  will 
institute  sweeping  reforms  in  our  government — "A  thor- 
ough housecleaning,"  as  he  neatly  phrased  it.  For  in- 
stance, tradition  has  it  that  a  president's  Inaugural  Ad- 
dress should  be  dry  and  rhetorical.  But  not  so  with 
Eddie.  Disdainful  of  convention,  he  has  already  com- 
posed the  following  lines  to  be  delivered  March  4th,  1929: 

The  skies  are  blue  and  the  sun  is  out  and  the  lanns  are 

green  and  soft. 
And  the  splendor  falls  on  the  White   House  walls,  while 

Old  Glory  floats  aloft. 
Now  the  barefoot  boy  that  is  in  me  calls  to  the  man  who  is 

president, 
And  he  says,  come  beat  with  \our  sun-burned  feet  on  the 

warmth  of  the  white  cement. 
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Yet  I  must  not  heed  the  call  from  within,  for  my  duty  lies 

plain  in  view, 
But  folks,  don't  forget  that  deep  in  my  heart  I  am  still  like 

the  rest  of  you. 

Now  is  not  this  alone  worth  electing  the  man  to  hear? 
What  president  has  ever  delivered  such  an  inaugural  ad- 
dress? Not  a  one;  no,  not  a  single  one.  Pathos,  sin- 
cerity, nobility,  tragedy  and  high  humor  here  intern'/ngle 
to  form  a  paragon  of  articulate  speech.  But  that  is  not 
all.  That  is  only  the  beginning  of  his  illustrious  reform. 
Here  is  a  part  of  the  text  of  the  first  message  to  Congress 
— a  masterpiece : 

Gentlemen  and  Ladies  and   Senators  and   friends, 

In  our  Ship  of  State's  progression,  many  perilous  ways  it 

wends; 
To  consider  public  \velfare,  must  our  first  aim   alwa\'S  be, 
So  that  when  ^ve  leave  the  harbor,  we  may  not  be  lost  at 

sea. 
Now  of  late  I  have  been  questioned  on  my  stand  about  the 

League, 
And  my  answer's  plain  and  simple — we  must  have  no  sly 

intrigue, 
But  we'll  always  do  what's  honest  and  strive  ever  for  the 

right. 
And   we'll   fight   for   what   we   strive   for,   but   we'll    ne'er 

strive  for  a  fight. 
I   believe   we   should   have   Farm   Relief,   for   farmers   are 

good  men. 
My  father  was   a   farmer   and   he   raised   things   now   and 

then. 
And  I  am  all  for  Flood  Control — control  the  floods,  I  say. 
So  dam  the  Mississippi,  dam  its  errant  wandering  way; 
We  must  not  think  of  finances  when  human  lives  are  stakes, 
For  men  can  all  make  money,  but  man,  God  only  makes. 


IV 


Now-  the  practical  advantages  of  such  an  innovation  are 
really  immeasurable.  When  people  recognized  the  sim- 
ple, straightforward  earnestness  with  which  our  president 
settled  great  problems  of  state,  they  would  experience  a 
new  interest  in  public  questions.  Vice  and  corruption 
would  be  cast  out  of  politics,  and  this  country  would  ex- 
ercise a  wholesome,  ennobling  influence  on  the  whole 
world. 

The  Congressional  Record,  for  example,  would  be  so 
enlivened  by  this  charming  poetry,  that  it  would  soon  be 
necessary  to  sell  it  at  all  news  stands,  and  people  would 
read  it  at  breakfast  and  on  the  elevated,  and  in  barber 


shops,  and  students  would  read  it  during  classes.  It 
might  even  take  its  place  along  with  Liberty  and  the 
Saturday  Evening  Post  as  one  of  the  great  literary  periodi- 
cals of  the  day.  This,  of  course,  is  but  a  sketch  of  the 
brilliant  political  and  diplomatic  achievements  our  next 
president  has  in  store  for  us.  But  let  me  go  further.  Let 
me  cite  the  opinions  of  various  distinguished  and  unpreju- 
diced critics  as  to  Eddie's  fitness  for  this  great  office. 

H.  L.  Mencken,  noted  moralist,  said  in  a  recent  editorial, 

"Eddie  Guest  really  lies  at  the  back-bone  of  our  great 
American  society.  With  the  commendation  of  such  splen- 
did organizations  as  the  Rotar\',  Lions  and  Kiwanis  Clubs, 
he  has  carried  contemporary  poetry  to  new  heights,  and  has 
been  successful  in  introducing  a  most  thoroughly  commend- 
able set  of  Bigger  and  Better  Ideals  into  the  lives  of  God's 
chosen  people — the  home-loving,  law-abiding,  wage-earn- 
ing Average  Men." 

And  Llewellyn  Jones  has  written  of  him, 

"Edgar  Guest  is  an  ideal  man  for  president.  If  he  car- 
ries the  stark  realism  of  his  poetry  into  the  executive  cham- 
bers, we  can  expect  a  great  change  in  the  administration 
of  our  national  government." 

Finallv,  we  have  the  word  of  Bernard  De  Voto,  that  dis- 
tinguished pillar  of  sound,  old-fashioned  orthodoxy  in  the 
modern  university, 

"I  heartily  indorse  Eddie  Guest  for  president.  If  he  is 
elected,  I  am  sure  this  country  will  become  a  finer,  cleaner 
place  in  which  to  live  and  bring  up  children  who  will  per- 
petuate those  great  ideals  of  Equality  and  Democracy  that 
we  have  cherished  since  the  inception  of  this  great  Re- 
public." 

After  hearing  the  sententious  utterances  of  these  distin- 
guished authorities,  can  there  be  any  doubt  as  to  the  im- 
perative necessity  of  electing  Eddie  Guest  for  president 
next  November,  lest  this  country  be  catapulted  into  the 
bleak  ruin  of  utter  chaos?  Let  us  cast  aside  the  old  party 
lines!  Let  us  nominate  Eddie  as  the  unanimous  choice 
of  every  red-blooded,  two-fisted,  One  Hundred  Percent 
American.  Let  us  elect  him,  then,  as  the  first  unanimous 
Republican -Democratic -Farmer -Labor -Socialist-Progres- 
sive-lndependent-People's  Party  candidate  in  history,  and 
save  our  country  for  once  and  for  all  from  going  to  the 
bow-wows. 

BLAIR  A.  WALLISER 


CREDO 

I  LIVE  in  Dayton,  Tennessee, 

My  God  possesses  Toes, 
He  sports  a  Beard  and  to  be  feared 

He  trumpets  with  his  Nose. 


I  saw  that  Scopes  coughed  up  the  fee 

For  teaching  that  the  ape 
Does  doubtless  live  as  relative 

To  us  divine  in  shape. 

I  do  not  claim  to  be  a  seer, 

A  scientist,  or  what ; 
But  heap  the  coal  on  Darrow's  soul — 

I  know  what  I  am  not ! 


F.  J.  M. 


COMPANIONATE    PAIRAGE 


BY  PEGGY  (ET  AL.)  JOYCE 


"  T      ET   the   left   hand   know   not   what   the   right   hand 

I  undoeth. 

"^^^       "All  is  fair  in  Love  and  the  U.  S.  A." 

With  the  first  as  my  minaret  and  the  second  as  my 
muezzin,  I  herehy  deliver  my  prayer  for  more  and  easier 
companionate  marriages. 

There's  not  a  friend,  say  I,  like  the  lowly  husband. 
But,  on  the  other  hand — like  a  Sugar  Daddy's  sparkler — 
'tis  a  fact  that  there's  not  a  friend  like  a  friend  in  need. 
And  who  dares  say  that  our  fine  young  men  are  not  in 
need? 

Look  you  at  our  colleges.  At  ten  o'clock  the  lights  go 
out  and  the  boys  with  them.  What  girl  could  be  content 
with  such  a  parting;  or,  after  all,  is  it  a  parting?  Thirty 
cents  for  a  soda  and  a  buck  for  the  movies.     Poof! 

Ignorant  as  I  am  of  the  institution  of  marriage,  I 
firmly  believe  that  there  is  much  to  be  gained  by  inter- 
ested parties  in  such  a  pairage.  My  own  observation  has 
taught  me  thus ;  and  it  also  convinces  me  of  the  great 
future  offered  by  companionate  marriages.  Think  of  the 
freedom — that  easy  come,  easy  goiness. 

I've  fairly  oozed  my  own  blood  into  the  red  ink  that 
entered  divorce  expenses  into  my  accounts  of  debits  and 
credits.  That  would  be  all  done  away  with  in  this  new 
free-for-all  system.  In  fact,  given  a  fair  chance,  I  would 
do  away  with  everything  in  sight. 

After  all,  a  year  is  long  enough  to  tire  of  any  man. 
I've  tired  of  them  in  less  than  that — and  retired  'em,  too! 
If  I  can't  improve  a  man's  morals  in  three  months — on 
the  theory  that  a  poor  man  is  an  honest  man — then  I 
admit  defeat.  Oddly  enough,  like  Pa  Browning,  I've 
never  admitted  anything — unless  he  came  with  the  proper 
bank  credentials. 

As  a  matter  of  fact  I  don't  know  too  much  about  this 
companionate  marriage.  Of  course  the  name  comes  from 
the  companion-way  of  a  ship.  I  fell  all  the  way  down 
one  of  those  the  last  time  I  came  back  from  Paris — and, 
believe  me,  it  was  potent  stuff!  I  could  go  on  like  that 
forever:  so  long  as  I  didn't  hit  bottom. 


II 


The  word  comes  from  the  combination  of  "mar"  and 
"garbage,"  the  two  things  that  you  miss  and  miss  you 
because  of  this  special  agreement.  I've  seen  men  marred 
for  life  and  as  sour  as  a  fermented  tomato  after  these 
regular  marriages;  and  it  is  certainly  a  relief  when  you 
don't  have  to  toss  the  dinner  refuse  at  the  husband's 
profile! 

The  entire  nation  will  benefit  morally  from  this  new 
process  or  excuse.  Young  girls  won't  wander  the  streets. 
No,  they'll  be  busy  in  somebody's  apartment.  There'll  be 
no  flirting  and  fooling  under  the  new  system.  The  men 
will  be  with  the  girls,  all  right,  but  they  won't  be  foolin'. 
Cabarets  and  night  clubs  will  be  out  of  date,  behind  the 
times — everybody'll  have  their  dates  beforehand. 

Real  Estate  will  boom.     So  will  the  drums.     Imagine 


an  apartment  for  every  girl  in  the  harem  of  Solomon,  my 
famous  predecessor.  Why,  even  the  municipal  hotel  of 
Chicago  wouldn't  hold  a  good-sized  butter  and  egg  man's 
poultry  yard. 

Then  there's  transportation.  Supposing  a  young 
chorine,  or  chorus  girl,  as  they  are  so  quaintly  labeled, 
should  have  seven  companions,  one  in  the  Bronx,  another 
in  Brooklyn,  a  third  in  Jersey  City,  and  the  remaining 
four  out  west  around  Pittsburgh  somewhere.  The  rail- 
roads and  surface  lines  could  give  her  excursion  rates  and 
still  make  money. 

Crime  would  decrease  rapidly.  Every  boy  would  have 
something  to  do  at  home;  and  if  he  was  out  of  a  job,  the 
head  of  the  family  could  step  out  and  make  a  living;  in- 
stead of  making  pal  husband  steal  her  daily  bread. 

I  do  not  hesitate  to  say  that  money  would  be  in  much 
freer  circulation.  Personally,  I  believe  that  I  could  ac- 
count for  a  few  million.  And,  with  me,  money  really  cir- 
culates. Just  follow  me  from  divorce  court  to  divorce 
court  and  see  for  yourself.  Of  course,  I'd  have  to  find 
some  other  reason  to  travel  under  the  new  s\stem,  but 
we'll  alwavs  have  those  cute  foreign  nobles. 


Ill 


Speaking  about  foreign  nobles  and  broads  and  trips  abroad, 
did  you  ever  examine  the  Russian  marriage  system?  Or  is 
it  the  one  they  use  in  Siam  ?  Anyway,  he  looks  her  over 
and  winks,  she  looks  him  over  and  blinks,  and  together 
they  overlook  each  other's  faults  and  sink  into  matrimony. 
Did  I  hear  "sink"  corrected?  'Tis  the  correct  word. 
They  sign  a  little  agreement  and  they're  sunk.  Or,  rather, 
he's  sunk:  for  he  has  to  divvy  up  one-third  of  his  wages 
to  her  after  the  first  divorce.  With  each  divorce  another 
third  whispers  farewell.  The  next  time  you  don't  hear 
from  me  you'll  know  I'm  in  Russia — or  Siam. 

In  this  country  that  would  never  do.  One-third  of  one 
thousand  dollars  is  a  pair  of  new  hose.  That's  after  the 
first  divorce.  But  one  third  of  $666  and  2/3  isn't  a  Peki- 
nese's bath.  After  that  it  would  be  just  a  question  of  time 
and  trips  to  Reno.  Finally,  if  you  are  a  good  financial 
mathematician,  which  I  have  learned  to  be,  you  will  arrive 
at  this  merry  equation:  one-third  of  nothing  is  to  a  grass 
widow  as  one  hair-net  is  to  an  elephant.  Companionate 
marriage  is  the  next  best  thing  to  that  Russo-Siamese 
twin  system.  If  we  can't  have  the  latter,  let's  have  the 
former.  That's  all  the  politicians  out  in  the  corn  belt 
ever  ask  for:     Just  do  something  for  the  former. 

In  the  interest  of  the  S.  P.  C.  A. — Stop,  Parade,  and 
Claim  Attention — I  have  just  completed  a  canvass  of  the 
country  in  regard  to  the  question  of  companionate  pair- 
age.  Unfortunately,  some  weasel  stole  my  easel  before 
the  details  of  the  job  could  be  drawn  in.  It  will  surprise 
you  to  know,  however,  that  only  one  state,  Nevada,  op- 
poses that  form  of  get-together.  Their  argument  was: 
"First  we  ran  out  of  gold  ;  next  out  of  silver;  and,  if  this 
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goes  through,  Ave'll  run  out  of  Reno.  There  won't  be 
anybody  left  but  Borax  and  his  twenty  mules." 

Arkansas  is  all  for  the  movement.  An}^  movement,  in 
fact,  is  welcome  in  Arkansas.  Minnesota  put  its  stamp 
of  approval  on  the  plan,  but  the  stamp  had  to  be  sent  to 
Stockholm  to  be  translated.  Oregon  is  with  us  lOO  per 
cent.  They've  been  trying  to  conserve  the  timber  sup- 
ply out  there,  and  the  new  method  means  fewer  and 
poorer  rolling  pins. 

Every  town  in  Wisconsin  voted  "Yes"  except  Green 
Bay.  They'd  been  doing  it  there  for  the  last  fifteen  years 
and  didn't  want  the  other  towns  to  cut  in.  Indiana  said 
it  would  wait  until  Rev.  Tittle  became  president  of  De 
Pauw  before  its  answer  would  be  ready.  DePauw  is  the 
only  reputable  place  in  the  State  since  the  Republicans 
have  been  sent  to  jail  and  they've  adopted  bloomers  in 
Bloomington, 

That  shows  how  we  stand  on  the  national  platform: 
between  the  cracks.  We  are  now  planning  a  third  party 
to  make  sure  of  success  in  the  coming  campaign.  The 
third  party  idea  has  proven  quite  a  success  in  its  previous 
airings,  notably  in  the  case  of  Germany  vs.  France,  when 
Belgium  stepped  in.  Our  third  party  will  be  a  referee. 
Needless  to  say,  he  will  not  be  JMr.  Barry  of  Chicago; 
because  Mr.  Barry  is  now  a  man  of  wealth  and  weight 
in  his  community,  and  I  intend  to  marry  him — only  as  a 
sort  of  youth's  companion,  of  course. 


IV 


For  amatory  stimulus :  the  brunette ;  for  mental  stimulus : 
the  blonde,  a  New  York  scientist  declares.  With  that  as 
one  of  its  principles,  companionate  marriage  can  attain 
magic  wonders,  world  without  end,  as  the  old  Christopher 


Columbus  prayer  goes.  The  business  or  professional  man 
can  have  two  feminine  companions,  one  light,  the  other 
darker.  When  he  has  work  to  do,  he  calls  on  the  blonde; 
when  he  has  pleasure  to  do,  he  calls  on  the  brunette.  For 
a  college  professor  we  suggest  a  happy  medium. 

A  middle  western  professor,  politely  peeved  and 
mightily  mildewed,  calls  companionate  marriage  an  aid 
to  sexual  promiscuity.  Imagine  being  annoyed  at  that! 
\Vhy,  what  more  could  he  ask?  If  you  can't  get  pro- 
miscuous with  your  own  husband,  what's  the  use  of  hav- 
ing a  husband?  After  all,  the  professor  is  only  mocking 
the  words  of  the  Wise  Men  some  thousands  of  years  ago 
when  the  first  Wise  Guy  decided  to  save  axe-helves  by 
taking  but  one  woman — to  batter  or  for  the  ^vorst.  Spake 
the  Wise  Men:  "Humph,  he's  just  trying  to  keep  us 
from  hornin'  in.  There  ought  to  be  some  kind  of  law 
against  these  cheap  monopolies." 

And  the  Wise  Guy  questioned,  "Oh,  ye-e — ah?"  The 
Wise  Guy  was  a  tough  fowl:  too  tough;  so  we've  in- 
herited marriage. 

Now  we  want  companionate  marriage.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  we  want  anything  that's  hard  to  get.  That's  why 
we  want  to  get  rich.  Not  a  little  credit  is  due  the  Ep- 
worth  League  for  the  popularity  of  the  new  marriage  pro- 
cedure. The  members  say,  "Tsst,  tsst"  and  "My,  my," 
as  they  appeal  to  the  morals  of  the  community  for  a  cam- 
paign of  extinction.  If  it  wasn't  for  that  organization 
there  wouldn't  be  any  tourist  business  in  Crown  Point, 
Indiana. 

But  the  Epworth  League  and  the  Baptist  Young  Peo- 
ple's Union  won't  be  Avith  us  long.  Members  of  the  lat- 
ter will  soon  be  companionating  under  a  new  name. 
They'll  drop  the  Baptist  and  transpose  the  apostrophe  to 
make  it  read  like  this:  Young  Peoples'  Union.  Then 
they'll  open  a  new  stand  in  the  old  business. 

WALTER  B.    M.ARTIN 


AXIOMS  OF  COLLEGIANA 

Fan  a  breeze  and  reap 

The  whirlwind  ... 

Sow  an  acorn  fell  an  oak 

Sink  the  kale 

And  cop  the  mamas 

Drink  a  quart  and  be  a 

Soak.   .   .   . 

Bird  in  hand  is 

Worth  a  hundred   .   .   .   chirping 

Somewhere  in  the  bush 

And  a  ten  spot  in  the  pocket's  worth 

The  world's  ungarnered 

Kush.  .  .    ! 


As  a  twig  is  bent  it 

Groweth  as  the  clay  is  turned  it 

Shapes  as  collegians  develop 

They  become  young 

Jackanapes.   .  .  . 

To  these  maxims  I 

Joe  Collitch  do  affix  my  hand  and  seal 

And  I  add  that  when  I  want  'em   .   .   . 

Traffic  signs  I  often  steal.  .  .  .  Grrrr 

(rrrrrrr)    .   .   .    (rrrrrrrr  ..!)... 


THREE   POEMS 

BY  SL'REWOULD  HANDERSOME 

Man  niid  a  Bridge 

For  a  long  time  I  had  the  illusion  that  he  was  going  to  build  a  house.  A  mirror  has 
blown  that  illusion  away.  Great  building  is  going  on  and  I  am  at  the  base  of 
it.     I  would  rather  be  the  builder. 

I  am  perplexed  with  him  who  does  the  building.  He  creeps  into  hidden  recesses,  and 
hears  many  strange  noises.  The  stifled  voice  of  a  man  resounds  out  of  the 
depths. 

A  voice  cries  out  to  me  that  is  the  \oice  of  the  builder  as  he  goes  forward,  feeling  with 
the  implacable  edges  of  ravenous  machines.  But  he  does  not  come  to  the  end 
of  the  building. 

A  soft  voice  has  whispered  to  me  that  the  work  will  bear  the  ravages  of  water  and  wear 
for  many  years.  It  was  a  woman's  voice.  "The  agony  of  today  is  the  molten 
silver  that  crystallizes  into  tomorrow's  comfort.  The  dentist  will  finish  your 
bridgework  shortly  now,  and  then  I  shall  make  your  appointment  for  next 
week." 

II 

Abstraction  (jn  the  Concrete 

Women  wear  garters  below  their  knees.  Fragile  rhapsodies  torment  the  night.  Leaden 
pathos  wings  its  aromatic  trail  from  South  Maxwell  St.  Maxwell  street  runs 
east  and  west  like  two  bootleggers  on  Madison  St. 

I  have  slept  me  beneath  an  apple  tree,  but  I  was  awakened.  So  was  Newton.  If  I  put 
my  head  beneath  my  legs,  the  world  looks  upside  down,  but  when  you  get  in 
the  habit  you  cannot  stop.    Life  is  like  that. 

The  sea-cow  moos  in  the  ocean  fastnesses,  and  I,  alone  on  the  green  coral  of  the  sandy 
beach  wonder  at  the  price  of  milk  in  Abyssinia.  I  am  a  cosmic  entity.  I  have 
tasted  the  breath  of  life,  and  it  is  a  sweet  melody. 

Ill 

Tzt'o  People  and  a  I\Ian  If'alking  Alone  Together 

I  am  one  who  stepped  out  of  a  tall  building  into  the  middle  of  life.  The  A\indow  on  the 
43rd  floor  was  open  and  God's  whiskers  were  waving  softly  in  the  breeze. 
So  I  thought  I  would  go  to  God's  house  for  a  celestial  bull-session.  But  you 
cannot  lie  on  a  bed  of  thought.    People  who  lie  do  not  go  to  Heaven. 

Farmers  have  daughters  in  Nebraska,  Vermont  and  Wyoming.  In  New  York,  Fords 
drive  down  Fifth  Avenue.  In  Brazil,  where  the  passionate  breasts  of  the 
earth  sleep  in  warm  ecstasy,  there  are  men  who  have  never  worn  a  tuxedo, 
have  never  slept  in  a  bath  tub. 

I  have  been  lying  close  to  the  virgin  soil  of  Iowa.  I  have  dipped  my  hands  in  Indiana, 
and  little  drops  of  silver  clung  to  them.  I  have  patted  my  hands  against 
mountains  in  Utah,  and  they  have  squirted  through  my  fingers. 

I  have  squeezed  the  moist  uplands  dry  of  their  thirst  in  Tennessee  and  Kentucky.  I 
have  dipped  my  hands  into  Illinois,  Ohio  and  Pennsylvania,  and  they  were 
gilded  with  lucre.  I  have  dipped  them  once  too  often.  That  is  why  I  am  in 
Leavenworth. 

BL.4IR  A.   WALLISER 
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WITH  the  American  Mercury  Number,  Polly  takes  an  unmodest  pleasure  in  ushering  in  something  new. 
Many  nationally  known  magazines  have  been  aped  by  college  comics — Liberty,  the  Saturday  Evening  Post, 
Time,  the  Literary  Digest,  True  Story,  National  Geographic,  Judge,  College  Humor,  and  what  not — but  never  this 
one,  the  bad  boy  of  them  all.  Since  the  American  Mercury,  reported  to  be  of  a  serious  nature,  uses  no  illustrations, 
the  pages  of  our  issue  will  seem  strange  to  the  hardened  reader  of  the  fickle  Purple  Parasite.  But  Polly  trusts  that  for 
once  he  can  do  without  them. 

The  notorious  American  Mercury,  with  the  no  less  notorious  King  Hank  I  at  the  helm,  has  seen  fit  to  criticize 
the  lamentable  American  Scene,  without  end  ;  we  have  all  delighted  in  the  garlic  and  gusto  of  his  performance,  or 
in  the  disgusto,  as  Prof.  Irving  Babbitt  would  put  it;  yet  too  many  unwary  ones  have  been  prone  to  take  King 
Hank's  every  pronunciamento  as  chapter  and  verse.  A  chance  for  a  lusty  poke  in  the  ribs  at  somebody',  here;  and 
Polly,  with  languid  aplomb,  steps  into  the  role  of  poker. 

The  American  Scene? — why,  Polly  has  the  whole  Collegiate  Scene  and  all  the  rest  put  together! 


EDITORIAL 


A  MOON  or  so  ago,  in  his  inimitable  Criminal  notes, 
George  Jean  Scathem,  co-perpetrator  of  this  mag- 
azine of  the  devil,  unbuttoned  himself  to  the 
lusty  extent  of  letting  fly  with  this  trifle  of  sage  didac- 
ticism :  the  end  of  knowledge  is  a  bumptious  unhappiness. 
When  thinking  of  the  fruits  of  knowledge,  one  has 
been  trained,  paradoxically,  to  think  of  colleges  and  their 
traditionally  wan  and  studious  habitues  et  hoc  genus  omne. 
Now  college  students,  taken  on  the  hoof,  are  possessed  of 
a  Yankee  bumptiousness  of  the  first  chop,  and  concerning 
their  state  of  happiness  there  is,  no  doubt,  even  less  con- 
jecture. They  own  to  little  knowledge;  they  are  inimit- 
ably separated  from  the  end  of  knowledge:  ergo,  they  are 
never  unhappy.  One  of  the  chief  contributing  reasons 
why  the  coon-coated  student  is  not  enveloped  in  a  mist  of 
good  Schopenhauerian  gloom,  is  not  far  in  the  seek.ng,  if 
one  has  a  nose  for  the  sanctified  atmosphere  of  the  cul- 
tured hinterlands;  for  all  his  professors  are  psalm-singing 
idealists  and  his  every  step  is  prayerfully  guided  con  amore 
by  the  chaste  minions  of  the  campus  Y.  M.  C.  A. 


II 


We  tread  on  holy  ground  here,  yet  let  no  one  intimate, 
not  even  a  paternal  alumnus,  that  these  lines  have  as  their 
predestined  mission  the  insidious  and  thrice  damnable  pur- 
pose of  leading  the  credulous  collegian  into  the  fell  paths 
of  Tom  Paine  and  Bob  Ingersoll — Aimee  McPherson 
forbid!  Indeed,  these  words  have  no  desire  t(j  supplant 
with  false  gods  those  lares  and  penates  of  the  American 
campus  hearth,  the  celebrated  Doctors  S.  Parkes  Cadman 
and  Harry  Emerson  Fosdick  (may  their  reign  be  long  and 
glorious  and  dull) . 

Rather,  the  raison  d'etre  of  this  essay  is  the  hopeful 
promulgation  of  an  improvement  on  current  campus  reli- 
gion. For  the  contemporaneous  exposition  of  the  Glad 
News,  God  wot,  is  in  a  manifestly  sorry  state.  Even  the 
blustering  divines  who  purvey  their  balderdash  to  the 
gaping  student  body,  are  wont  to  sigh  to  themselves  when 
in  the  privacy  of  their  sanctums ;  even  the  most  zealous 
and  high-powered  salesman  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  brand  of 
salvation  finds  a  spare  moment  from  soul-saving  to  deplore 
the  thin  texture  of  his  wares.  Being  no  fools  at  heart, 
they  endeavor  mightily  to  prove  they  are  not  mountebanks 
in  the  open.  Meanwhile  many  precious  lambs  are  lost  to 
the  Kingdom ;  false  prophets  stalk  into  the  breach ;  and 
most  blasphemous  of  all,  tithes  intended  for  the  Good 
Work  are  allowed  to  slip  through  the  sacerdotal  fingers. 

Those  who  thus  have  the  Kingdom  at  heart  (and  at 
pocket)  have  thrown  up  bulwarks  in  the  guise  of  denom- 
inational clubs  to  stem  the  evil  spirit  of  the  age  and  to 
vitalize  their  own  chicaneries.  Such  solemn  groups 
abound  on  every  campus  and  conduct  regular  meetings, 
being  inspirationally  addressed  by  neighboring  dominies 
who  happen  to  espouse  the  same  faith.  And  these  agapae 
of  the  Elect  are  exclusive;  if  3'ou  are  an  Episcopalian,  you 
embrace  the  Episcopal  Club ;  a  Christian  Scientist,  the 
Science  Club,  and  so  on  through  the  whole  appalling  ros- 
ter. But  if  you  did  not  chance  to  be  so  blessed  as  to 
inherit  any  faith,  not  even  Theosoph\',  then  your  fate  is 
a  sad  one,  then  you  are  pcrdltiis  indeed. 


Ill 

Such,  on  the  surface  of  things,  is  the  status  of  the  institu- 
tions laboring  for  the  betterment  of  the  collegian's  soul. 
Yet  at  heart  they  are  hollow,  and  less  real  interest  is 
displayed  in  them  than  is  displayed  in  the  campus  library. 
Well  may  the  conscientious  bewail  the  imminent  dousing 
of  the  whole  kaboodle  in  the  fires  of  the  Bottomless  Pit! 

But  let  the  righteous  be  not  utterl\'  cast  down.  A  new 
religion  has  arisen  in  the  land,  and  already  hordes  of  the 
bearers  of  Plato's  Torch,  shouting  hosannahs,  are  flocking 
to  its  banderole.  Now  for  some  wholly  undemonstrable 
reason,  as  has  been  noted,  the  defenseless  collegian  must 
be  provided  with  an  Everlasting  Arm  to  lean  on  ;  let  him 
incline  his  carcass,  then,  on  the  hairy  humerus  of  the 
Great  Simian,  chief  sachem  of  the  Neo  Presbo- 
Darwin  religion!  Bow  the  penitential  knee  before  the 
Palm  Tree  of  the  Great  Simian  and  his  heavenly  choir  of 
Lesser  Anthro[X)ids !  "Come  unto  me,  all  ye  that  labor 
and  are  heavy  laden,  and  I  will  give  you  cocoanuts  to  play 
with" — these  are  the  deathless  words  which  have  cheered 
the  souls  of  thousands  of  earnest  students  who  despaired 
of  finding  solace  in  the  haunts  of  the  red  triangle. 

However,  the  Glad  Tidings  of  Neo  Presbo-Darwinism 
may  be  lost  in  the  scuffle  if  its  tenets  are  not  condensed 
into  capsule  form  for  their  retention  by  minds  rendered 
soft  through  imbibing  the  usual  doctrinnaire  bilge  which 
drips  from  the  pens  of  youthful  Plotinuses  who  write  in 
the  collegiate  inspirational  weeklies.  The  message  of  Neo 
Presbo-Darwinism,  let  it  be  said,  is  a  melange  cum  grano 
salis  of  the  stale  lore  of  metaphysics,  revitalized,  and  the 
latest  findings  in  the  natural  sciences.  Given  a  fair 
chance,  and  barring  moral  intervention  by  the  Polizei.  it 
may  prove  to  be  almost  as  provocative  an  agent  for  con- 
vivial ribaldry  as  a  Methodist  campmeeting. 

IV 

Learned  seers,  prayerfully  gathering  the  disjecta  niem- 
hrd  of  Aquinian  theology  and  other  driftwood  of  the  ages, 
have  devised  a  totally  new  hierarchy.  The  Great  Simian, 
as  the  highest  deity,  is  arboreally  accompanied  by  smaller 
gods  ranging  from  the  Principes  Primates  to  the  Lesser 
Anthropoids,  the  lowest  of  the  angels  and  those  nearest 
to  man.  Moreover,  there  subsists  a  Limbo  of  Lost  Souls : 
whenever  the  Great  Simian  forgets  himself  so  far  as  to 
fashion  an  infant  homo  boohiens  from  the  First  Clav,  one 
of  these  Lost  Souls,  all  afever  to  become  a  Babbitt,  sepa- 
rates itself  from  the  infinite  congregation  and  commits 
metempsychosis  with  the  new  clay.  Thus  the  knotty  prob- 
lem of  having  enough  souls  to  go  'round,  which  led  the  old 
church  fathers  to  endless  crude  devices,  is  solved  in  a  facile 
fashion. 

Fade  in  pace!  Girded  about  the  loins  with  this  up-to- 
date  and  go-getting  faith,  the  collegian  may  again  be  heart- 
ened to  meet  the  aches  and  ecstasies  of  fraternity  life  with 
the  peace  which  passeth  all  understanding;  he  may  teach  it 
to  the  lugubrious  campus  Y  secretaries;  but  it  is  doubtful, 
even  with  this  new  hocus-pocus  of  salvation,  that  he  will 
cease  cribbing  in  examinations,  nay,  that  he  will  wholly 
escape  carnal  sin.     The  Holy  Fang  of  the  Great  Simian 

forbid!  H L   BUNKEM 

— F.  J.  M- 
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CALIFORNIA 

Contribution  to  the  annals  of  anthropological  science 
made  by  the  learned  Daily  Bruin  : 

You  never  knew  a  fat  pessimist. 

Classified  advertisement  in  the  eminent  Stanford  Daily, 
disclosing  the  strange  manner  in  which  the  denizens  of 
that  Elysium  of  scholarship  keep  Plato's  torch  alight: 

Class  Lessons  at  7  p.  m.,  every  Thursday  in  the  latest  hall- 
room  dances,  the  Kinkajou  and  the  Yale  Blues,  and  the 
different  variations  of  the  waltz  and  foxtrot.  Private  les- 
sons by  appointment.  All  branches  of  dancing  taught. 
Mazie  Roddy,   Studio  908   Boyce   Ave.,  Phone   P.  A.   3369. 

Note  on  the  sore  trials  of  the  New  Literature,  as  revealed 
through  a  smuggled  report  to  the  same  journal : 

The  editors  of  the  Wisconsin  Literary  Magazine  were 
given  the  privilege  of  tearing  from  the  binding  of  each 
number  of  the  last  issue  one  page,  because  that  page  had 
on  it  a  satire  on  Sherwood  Anderson  which  the  faculty 
censors  believed  was  an  insult  to  the  well-known  author. 

The  story  which  offended  the  censors,  according  to  the 
Daily  Cardinal,  was  an  introspective  study  of  the  thoughts 
of  the  author  while  buying  and  eating  some  fish  of  common 
color  and  unmistakable  deadness. 

H.ARROWING  adventures  of  Victorien  Sardou's  heroine,  as 
intimated  by  an  ingenious  head-writer  on  the  sunlit  Uni- 
versity of  Southern  California  Daily  Trojan: 

CAT    AND    CANARY    FOLLOW   CAMILLE 

Criterion  Picture  Features  Latest  in  Trick  Photography  to 
Accomplish  Weird  Scenes. 


ILLINOIS 

Heart-rending  dithyrambs  of  nostalgia  by  a  floppy 
trousered  Parnassian  in  the  Illinois  Wesleyan  Arijus, 
noted  for  its  choice  morsels  of  the  New  Poetry: 

FAREWELL  TO   MOTHER 

Farewell,  m\'  dear  Mother,  'tis  time  I  must  go, 
You've  loved  me  and  sacrificed  for  me,  I  know, 
I  know  that  it  hurts  you  to  see  me  depart 
It  leaves  such  a  void  and  an  ache  in  your  heart. 

No  longer  may  I  be  your  baby  so  sweet 
Who  only  yesterday  played  at  your  feet, 
But  I  must  get  out  in  the  hustle  and  strife 
To  earn  my  own  living,  and  live  my  own  life. 

Dear  Mother,  if  lonesomeness  borders  despair. 
If  home  seems  too  empty  with  no  children  there: 
Think  of  me  often,  and  pray  for  me  too, 
And  know  that  as  often  I'm  thinking  of  .vou. 

I'll  think  of  the  times  when  you  tucked  me  in  bed 
And  kissed  me  and  blessed  me  and  patted  my  head; 
Then  will  I  more  bravely  return  to  the  fight 
And  stand  still  more  firmly  for  truth  and   for  right. 

Lofty  collegiate  ideals  from  the  same  surprising  paper: 


In  chapel,  which  we  all  attend,  the  underclassmen  remain 
standing  while  the  seniors  march  out. 

We  do  not  smoke  on  our  campus  including  the  dormi- 
tories, the  music  buildings,  and  the  gymnasium. 

We  do  not  dance  on  our  campus. 

We  have  respect  for  our  professors  and  instructors  and 
do  not  call   them   "profs." 

We  remember  that  we  have  a  personal  sense  of  honor. 


INDIANA 

Outraged  philippic  of  an  editorial  Demosthenes  with  hair 
on  his  chest,  as  perpetrated  in  the  University  of  Indiana 
Daily  Student: 

If  it  is  decided  that  it  takes  too  much  time  and  energy  to 
back  the  team  then  let  us  abandon  football  and  follow  the 
path  of  least  resistance.  Let  Proms  be  held  each  week-end 
and  coupons  in  activities  books  be  good  for  admittance. 
In  the  meantime,  those  of  the  students  who  like  football 
and  still  wish  to  attend  Indiana,  notwithstanding,  can  get 
their  appetite  satiated  by  week-end  trips  to  other  schools 
where  fight  still  is  a  basic  element  in  the  student  make-up. 

Literary  advertisement  in  the  same  celebrated  journal: 

Jazz — Poverty — Desire  ! 

Wild  longing  for  that  they  do  not  have. 

Laura  Jean  Libby,  foremost  writer  of  her  kind,  paints 
an  immortal  picture  of  the  rock  strewn  path  of  youth  todav 
— tomorrow — of  eternal  Nouth  ! 

How  the  tactics  of  the  Hoosier  Klan  have  influenced  the 
political  life  at  the  up-and-coming  DePauw  University, 
celebrated  for  its  great  men  in  the  nation : 

Deacon  says:  The  political  situation  in  DePauw  has  come 
to  a  pretty  pass  when  the  chairman  of  the  election  board 
gets  stabbed  ! 

With  what  openhanded  hospitality  the  ]\Ien  of  Vision  are 
welcomed  into  the  bosom  of  Purdue  University  through 
the  inspiring  editorial  columns  of  the  Exponent  of  that  dis- 
criminating institution: 

WELCOME 

Today  we  are  faced  with  a  wholly  unavoidable  situation. 
We  wish  to  hang  out  the  latch-string  for  the  many  Kiwanis 
visitors  who  will  begin  their  state  meeting  in  Lafayette, 
and  we  have  no  latch-string.  Still,  we  will  do  the  next 
best  thing  and  leave  the  doors  unlocked.  We  wish  to  en- 
roll ever\'  member  of  our  vast  L^niversity  family  into  a 
publicity  committee,  each  member  of  which  will  feel  him- 
self personally  responsible  for  carrying  to  each  and  every 
Kiwanian  the  welcome  that  awaits  them  here. 

Kiwanians,  we  are  glad  to  have  you  with  us.  The  doors 
are  open. 

Surprising  distinction  made  by  the  wary  students  at  this 
same  home  of  culture: 

All  Students — those  who  are  planning  to  have  friends  in- 
stead of  Dads  for  the  Dad's  Day  program,  are  requested  to 
leave  names  and  addresses  in  the  L'nion  office. 

Straight  from  the  shoulder  the  virile  Wabash  Bachelor 
makes  known  how  he-manliness  asserts  itself  at  that  rising 
institution : 


+  8641 


COLLEGIANA 


^-8637 


Said  Chick,  "Any  sane  and  adult  person,  ^vho  nants  to 
keep  his  health,  ought  to  know  enough  to  wear  a  hat  out 
of  doors.  If  these  other  lads  want  to  plaster  themselves 
with  bear's  grease  and  look  like  comic-strip  sheiks,  we 
can't  stop  them.    But  you  can't  do  it  and  stay  on  this  team!" 

Now,  at  the  door  of  training  quarters,  as  the  men  go  out, 
burly  Charles  Porter,  and  his  diminutive  assistant,  John 
Williams,  are  stationed  to  keep  a  fishy  eye  on  the  heads  of 
those  who  pass.     Any  man  without  a  hat  "catches  hell." 

Deplorable  kleptomaniacal  aberrations  of  the  Wabash 
pedagogues,  as  insinuated  at  by  the  boisterous  humor  col- 
umn of  that  campus: 

It  is  whispered  that  there  was  a  shortage  of  27  napkins  at 
the  Lincoln  Hotel  in  Danville,  Illinois,  after  the  refresh- 
ments at  the  dance  for  the  Glee  Club  had  been  served. 
We'll  presume  that  Bill  Howard  upheld  the  honor  of  the 
faculty. 

KANSAS 

Contribution  to  the  science  of  the  human  equation,  from 
the  learned  editorial  columns  of  the  University  of  Kansas 
Daily  : 

Speaking  before  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.  forum  Tuesday  night  in 
Myers  hall,  Chancellor  Lindley  took  this  stand:  That  the 
man  who  has  a  high  standard  of  intelligence  plus  a  sense 
of  religion  accomplishes  more  than  the  man  with  the  same 
amount  of  intelligence  \vithout  a  sense  of  religion. 

Further  religio-biological  revelations  from  the  same  de- 
pressing daily : 

Connecting  the  physical  with  the  metaphysical,  the  Chan- 
cellor revealed  the  fact  that  nature  physically  supports  the 
enthusiastic  man  by  the  action  of  his  glands.  Religion  de- 
mands enthusiasm — a  duty  undertaken  ungrudgingly.  By 
the  stimulation  of  religion,  man  can  actually  achieve 
greater  results. 

Astonishing  professorial  surname,  as  reported  in  good 
faith  by  this  credulous  sheet : 

Paul  A.  Witty,  professor  in  the  School  of  Education,  is 
co-author  of  two  articles  appearing  in  recent  educational 
magazines. 


MASSACHUSETTS 

A  LE.-VRNED  editorial  Aristotle  on  the  Htirrard  Crimson 
forgets  himself  and  produces  this  unpatrician  biologico- 
sociological  item : 

.  .  .  Are  Harvard  men  good  dancers?  Quite  good,  on 
the  whole. 

MICHIGAN 

To  what  bellicose  extremes  the  enforced  separation  of  Joe 
Collitch  and  his  flivver  has  led  in  Ann  Arbor,  according 
to  the  Campus  Opinion  column  of  the  distinguished 
Alichigan  Daily: 

Is  it  true  that  additional  officers  in  plain  clothes  have  been 
engaged  to  assist  in  the  enforcement  of  the  automobile  rul- 
ing, by  the  Office  of  the  Dean  of  Students? 

Is  Mr.  Emery  endowed  with  police  power  to  permit  him 
to  stop  cars  in  operation  on  the  streets  of  Ann  Arbor? 

Is  it  true,  and  if  so,  necessar\',  that  any  officer  or  officers 
employed  for  plain  clothes  duty  in  connection  with  this 
ruling  are  equipped  with  side-arms,  handcuffs,  and  billies? 
Does  the  enforcement  of  the  automobile  ruling  among  stu- 
dents require  the  possession  and  use  of  such  equipment? 

Scarlet  co-educational  goings-on  at  Michigan  State  Col- 
lege, as  a  hawkshawed  by  a  bucolic  Brisbane  at  that  refuge 
of  the  New  Agriculture: 


Don't  ask  us  how  we  know  this  one,  but  we  would  like  to 
make  a  suggestion  to  the  college  that  they  provide  park 
benches  in  all  the  dark  places  in  any  general  direction  from 
the  woman's  building  on  any  night  in  the  week.  Earlv 
hours  for  the  return  of  the  women  and  lights  in  the  en- 
trances of  all  the  buildings  will  not  prevent  this  secret 
meeting  for  the  purpose  of  discussing  philosophies  of  life, 
so  why  not  go  in  the  opposite  direction  and  try  to  kill  it 
by  giving  them  every  modern  convenience?  We  caught 
a  couple  standing  against  the  lamp  post  directly  in  front 
of  the  Ag  building  last  night. 

MINNESOTA 

How  a  former  leader  of  the  youth  of  Minnesota  added  to 
his  educational  feats,  as  gleaned  by  the  zealous  Daily  of 
the  university  of  that  great  Commonwealth  : 

SWAMI  MAKES  MIAMI  WOMAN  ACT  LIKE  LION 

Florida  City  Police  Question  Man  Who  Lectured  Here 
Several  Weeks  Ago 

Roaring  and  conducting  herself  like  a  lion,  a  woman  said 
to  be  under  the  influence  of  Swami  Yogananda,  Hindu  lec- 
turer, is  being  cared  for  in  a  Miami,  Florida,  hospital  for 
nervous  and  mental  diseases,  while  official  investigation  of 
her  case  is  being  conducted. 

Swami  Yogananda  appeared  at  the  University  campus 
during  the  fall  quarter  to  deliver  a  series  of  lectures  on  re- 
ligion, literature  and  music.  Garbed  in  a  brilliant  orange 
robe,  and  with  long  black  hair  streaming  down  his  back, 
he  created  a  unique  impression  on  his  audience. 

Profound  discovery  dished  up  to  a  palpitating  world  by 
a  Gopher  Prairie  Plato  through  the  revolutionary  editorial 
columns  of  the  same  organ  of  enlightenment: 

If  the  psychologist  can  explain  the  human  mind  and  all  its 
workings,  he  will  have  explained  the  universe. 

OHIO 

Juicy  historico-ethical  anecdotes  unearthed  by  the  archeo- 
logical  staff  of  the  scholarly  Ohio  State  Lantern  and  un- 
blushingly  reported  thereby: 

In  fact,  this  sheet  Variety  is  so  tough  that  it  would  likelv 
take  a  crack  or  two  at  Miss  Meiser,  even.  But  not  us. 
Especially  not  since  she  gave  us  the  close-up  on  some  of 
Queen   Elizabeth's  doings. 

You  see  Elizabeth  didn't  marry.  History  will  bear  that 
out.  But  Miss  Meiser  claims  that  in  spite  of  this  fact  the 
royal  beds  had  a  pretty  good  time  of  it  after  all.  Shake- 
speare, Raleigh,  Drake,  and  other  gallants,  says  Miss 
Meiser,  found  the  red-head,  Elizabeth,  especially  palata- 
ble. Impersonations  of  the  old  fashioned  girl  and  other 
odd  types  are  also  given  by  Miss  Meiser. 

Advertisement  in  the  same  immaculate  sheet,  laying 
bare  the  startling  neglect  accorded  to  feminine  unmen- 
tionables by  the  local  Celestials: 

WASHING  AND  IRONING— Individual  work.  Silk  lin- 
gerie, shirts,  and  curtains.  Curtains  given  special  at- 
tention.    Called   for  and   delivered.     L'n.  SS49J. 

Privations  in  the  intellectual  life  of  the  natives  of  the 
esteemed  University  of  Cincinnati,  as  immortalized  in 
prose  by  the  gifted  chief  editorial  writer  of  the  University 
Neivs  at  that  branch  office  of  Civic  Consciousness : 

Tuesday,  November  8,  is  a  day  that  will  long  be  remem- 
bered in  the  history  of  the  University  of  Cincinnati.  Text- 
books remained  unopened,  classes  were  not  held,  and  the 
campus,  usually  teeming  with  life  and  bustle,  was  more  or 
less  deserted  on  that  day.  For  it  was  the  day  when  those 
students  who  had  the  true  love  and  esteem  for  their  Alma 
Mater  at  heart  turned  out  to  work  at  the  polls  for  the 
University  bond  issue. 

A  cold,  dreary  day  it  was  that  greeted  the  undergrad- 
uate who  arose  early  in  the  morning  to  be  on  time  to  meet 
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the  first  voter  at  the  poll.  Man}'  a  co-op  and  co-ed  was 
discouraged  when  he  or  she  first  saw  the  faint  light  of  day- 
break and  realized  that  this  was  the  day  he  or  she  had 
promised  to  spend  at  the  precinct  voting  booth  passing  out 
campaign  literature.  And  there  were  many  whose  teeth 
chattered  from  the  cold  in  the  early  hours  of  the  morning 
as  he  requested  the  voter  to  support  the  bond  issue. 

Aesthetic  and  cultural  note  from  the  same  appalling 
source : 

Between  the  halves  of  the  game  the  traditional  circus  will 
be  staged.  Fraternities  and  sororities  have  been  planning 
and  arranging  for  floats  to  be  entered  in  the  parade.  It  is 
said  that  the  circus  will  rival  in  magnitude  and  beauty 
that  of  last  year. 

Intellectual  divertissements  of  the  inmates  of  Ohio 
Wesleyan  University,  as  admitted  by  the  Transcript  of 
that  seat  of  higher  learning: 

LAUGHLIN    ASKS    ENTRIES    FOR    GOSPEL    TEAM 
TRIP 

In  order  that  ample  preparation  be  made  it  is  suggested  by 
Charles  G.  Laughlin,  secretary  of  the  Y.  M.  C.  A.,  that  all 
men  students  who  desire  to  be  on  a  Gospel  Team  Christmas 
vacation  let  him  know  as  soon  as  possible. 

Str.'^xge  auspices  under  which  labor  the  Muses,  on  this 
same  sanctified  campus : 

MUSIC,  POETRY  TO  FEATURE  Y.  W.  PARTY 
Music  and  poetry  are  to  be  the  features  of  a  fireside  meet- 
ing of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  to  be  held  in  Austin  Parlor  at  6:45 
this  Wednesday  evening. 

Betty  Storer  has  charge  of  the  music  of  the  program  and 
Ruth  Doe  has  charge  of  the  poetry  and  will  also  preside. 

PENNSYLVANIA 

How  the  wily  English  Department  protects  its  freshmen 
from  the  Taint,  as  sniggeringly  commented  upon  in  the 
dilettantes'  column  of  the  Peun  State  Collegian: 

THE  BULLOSOPHER'S  CH.AIR 

"I  say,  Smithers,  what  is  that  orange  magazine  I  saw  you 
carrying,  clasped  close  to  your  breast?" 


Smithers:  "Oh,  that  was  a  copy  of  'Harper's.'  The 
freshmen  must  buy  a  copy  every  month  as  part  of  their 
work  in  English;  and  I  was  merely  bringing  it  home  for 
a  freshman  who  had  asked  me  to." 

"But  why  must  they  read  'Harper's'?  Have  they  noth- 
ing to  say  about  what  the\'  can  read  ?  Why  not  the 
'American  Mercury'  ?" 

Smithers:     "Hush!     Mencken  edits  that !" 

UTAH 

De.an  Lucy  M.  Van  Cott,  with  whose  presence  the  Uni- 
versity of  Utah  is  blessed,  exercises  her  profound  functions 
with  sage  observation  and  maternal  advice,  her  priceless 
gems  being  sprightly  recorded  by  an  unsung  genius  labor- 
ing for  Alma  Mater  on  the  Chronicle  of  that  haven  of 
culture : 

SQUEAL  PLEASES  DEAN  LUCY 

SAYS  "TOO  PURE— NO  SHOW!" 

Dean  Lucy  M.  Van  Cott  was  well  pleased  with  the  last 
issue  of  the  "Squeal."  It  looks  as  though  the  boys  will 
have  to  take  themselves  to  the  show.  In  her  opinion  it 
was  very  clever  and  witty  and  well  written.  She  stated 
that  she  herself  was  not  offended,  but  that  there  were  one 
or  two  things  which  were  a  little  offensive  to  other  peo- 
ple. She  has  not  as  yet  read  it  from  cover  to  cover,  but 
intends  to  read  every  word.  The  boys  responsible  for  it 
showed  marked  ability  as  writers.  This  was  especially  so 
in  the  editorials. 

Dean  Van  Cott  remarked  that  the  press  had  a  marvelous 
power  for  moulding  public  opinion  and  that  if  these  boys 
continue  their  efforts  in  the  right  direction  we  will  hear 
from  them  in   the  future. 


WISCONSIN 

Exclusive  habits  of  the  Lord's  Anointed  in  Madison, 
according  to  a  notice  in  the  miraculous  Daily  Cardinal  of 
the  Uni\ersity  of  Wisconsin,  exponent  of  the  New  Lib- 
eralism : 

BAPTIST  STUDENTS 

A  valentine  prom  will  be  held  in  the  Wayland  room  of  the 
First  Baptist  church  on  Friday,  Feb.  to,  at  8  p.  m.  All 
Baptist  students  are  invited. 


A  SOUL  HISTORY 


Whex  I  was  but  a  freshman  in 

The  university, 
I   took  to  heart  and  memorized 

The  things  they  taught  to  me. 
Oh,  every  little  fact  I  prized 

And  every  theory  wee  ; 
I  knew,  or  had  it  summarized. 

The  lore  of  land  and  sea. 


When  I  was  but  a  sophomore 

I  read  the  Mercury, 
And  posed  and  attitudinized 

In  manner  sore  to  see. 
And  now  I  am  a  senior,  sized 

And  measured  for  A.B. — 
But  in  between  I've  realized 

The  depth  of  my  Degree. 


COATRACK 


BY  HERBERT  RAZZBURY 


IT  was  in  October,  1926,  that  Coatrack  first  made  her 
appearance  in  our  city.  When  first  observed,  she 
was  walking  up  and  down  the  street  in  front  of  my 
house,  peering  intently  at  all  the  residences  as  though 
forming  inward  estimations  of  their  contents.  She  pre- 
sented a  queer  appearance,  indeed.  Nearly  six  feet  tall, 
bony  and  angular,  and  with  a  face  not  even  a  mother 
could  love,  she  further  enhanced  her  beauty  by  wearing 
several  coats  at  the  same  time.  These  were  of  the  type 
commonly  worn  by  men,  and  did,  in  fact,  cause  some 
evil-minded  conjecture  among  the  feminine  population  as 
to  where  she  got  them.  Her  true  name  was  Lizzie  Mur- 
phy, but  she  confessed  later  on  that  she  much  preferred 
the  name  of  Coatrack,  as  she  felt  that  it  was  more  effective 
as  a  professional  name. 

Coatrack's  profession  was  the  peddling  of  fishes.  She 
sold  divers  kinds  of  fishes:  sardines,  gefulte  fish,  perch, 
sunfish,  trout,  bass,  pickerel,  gar,  suckers,  bullheads,  and 
codfish.  But  her  chief  and  favorite  line  was  the  cod. 
Coatrack  seemed  to  have  a  secret  passion  for  the  lowly 
cod.  On  the  coldest  days,  one  could  hear  her  making  her 
rounds,  a  basket  of  fish  slung  over  each  arm,  calling  in  her 
raucous  soprano:  "Feesh,  Feesh !  Annybody  want  any 
feesh?  Sardines,  gefulte,  perch,  sunfish,  bass,  pickerel, 
gar  and  COD  !  Fresh  codfish  !  Salted  codfish  !  Dried 
codfish !  Kippered  codfish !  Codfish  cakes !  Codfish 
squares!     Codfish  balls!" 

At  such  moments  her  voice  would  rise  higher  and 
higher,  quavering  in  the  air  like  a  wind-blown  reed,  to 
finally  end  in  an  eerie,  unearthly  shriek  that  caused  men's 
hair  to  bristle  up  along  their  spines.  Certainly  Coatrack 
did  not  realize  her  adequacy  in  the  matter  of  crying  her 
wares ;  her  talent  was  an  unconscious  one.  Hers  was  a 
voice  made  for  crying  fish. 
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Coatrack's  position  in  our  cit\'  was  not  an  enviable  one. 
She  had  hoped,  by  entering  such  a  worthy  and  altruistic 
trade,  to  improve  her  social  rank,  but  in  this  she  was  dis- 
appointed. Society  did  not  receive  her  with  open  arms. 
In  fact  Coatrack  always  was  able  to  detect  a  certain  chilli- 
ness in  the  air  whenever  she  tried  to  mix  in  with  the  social 
crowd.  There  were  several  reasons  for  this.  The  whole 
city  admitted  freely  that  the  piscatorial  profession  was 
certainly  more  honorable  than  the  one  she  had  quitted  for 
it,  but  most  people  thought  that  she  might  have  gone 
farth-Lt  and  done  worse. 

There  was,  for  one  thing,  the  matter  of  her  voice.  Now 
in  its  prime,  Coatrack's  voice  was  nothing  to  write  home 
about,  and  the  fish-selling  business  did  nothing  in  the  way 
of  improvement.  In  fact,  so  great  was  the  strain  upon 
her  vocal  chords  that  by  Saturday  of  each  week  she 
crackled  rather  than  spoke.  This  irritated  a  great  many 
of  the  social  leaders  of  the  town,  and  prevented  her 
^attaining  the  heights  she  might  otherwise   have   reached. 


Even  the  churches  and  their  middle-class  respectability 
were  denied  to  her.  Because  of  the  mighty  strains  placed 
upon  her  voice  during  the  week,  she  could  not.  on  Sun- 
day, chant  the  Ave  Maria  with  any  great  success  ;  neither 
could  she  warble  Onu'ard  Christian  Soldiers  with  the 
Campbellites.  And  so  the  religious  life  common  to  the 
bourgeois  citizenry  was  barred  to  her. 

But  her  voice  was  not  her  most  serious  oiiense.  After 
all,  she  might  have  remained  perfectly  silent  and  have 
been  fully  as  witty  and  charming  as  seventy  percent  of  the 
population.  But  there  hovered  about  Coatrack  an  odor. 
Not  an  athletic  odor,  nor  a  horsey  one.  Not  a  gasoline 
smell,  or  a  life-buoy  smell.  No!  A  fish  smell.  A  cod- 
fish smell!  Coatrack,  impassioned  as  she  was  with  the 
virtues  of  the  much-maligned  cod,  did  not  mind  it,  but  it 
became  very  noticeable  to  other  people,  and  they  did  not 
like  it.  This  smell,  omnipresent  as  it  was,  was  one  of  the 
chief  reasons  for  Coatrack's  failure  in  social  life.  Morals 
might  come,  and  morals  might  go,  but  that  smell  was  not 
to  be  condoned  or  compromised  with. 

Ill 

A  third  reason  for  Coatrack's  ill-repute  was  her  affec- 
tation of  so  many  coats.  Many  of  the  good  women  of  the 
place  felt  that  one  coat  was  absolutely  proper;  two  at 
least  permissible,  and  three  to  be  overlooked.  But  when 
a  woman  wore  four,  or  even  five,  as  Coatrack  sometimes 
did,  it  was  for  no  good  purpose.  There  was  some  scandal, 
some  underhand  reason  for  such  a  superfluity  of  coats. 
And  so  the  good  women  racked  their  brains  for  the  rea- 
son, and  in  the  meantime  postponed  any  recognition  of 
Coatrack  in  a  social  sense.  Even  the  men  wondered  when 
she  first  came  to  town,  but  since  they  later  found  out  w-hy 
she  wore  them,  the  coats  were  not  long  a  cause  for  mas- 
culine speculation. 

After  Coatrack  had  been  amongst  us  for  some  time  she 
contracted  the  habit  of  entertaining,  on  certain  dark 
nights  when  the  moon  was  about  its  own  business  on  the 
other  side  of  the  world,  gentlemen  friends.  Let  it  be 
clearly  understood  at  this  point,  Coatrack  was  strictly 
orthodox  on  this  question.  She  did  not  emulate  her 
famous  counterpart,  Hatrack,  of  Bostonese  fame.  Coat- 
rack went  walking  with  only  one  gentleman  friend  at  a 
time.  Of  course,  these  amours  might  not  last  long,  but 
they  were  strictly  in  the  singular  while  they  lasted.  There 
loomed  on  Coatrack's  horizon  but  one  star  at  a  time,  no 
matter  how  brief  its  ascendancy. 

It  was  thru  one  of  these  amorous  adventures  that  the 
secret  of  her  man\-  coats  was  revealed.  One  night  while 
out  walking  with  a  gentleman  friend,  whom  we  shall  call, 
for  convenience,  Isadore,  they  stopped  to  rest  at  the  edge 
of  a  cemetery  on  the  hill.  The  night  was  quite  warm, 
but  a  bit  damp,  so  Coatrack  took  oft  her  outermost  coat 
and  sat  on  it  for  protection  from  the  wet  turf.  Isadore 
sat  beside  her.     As  he  sidled  nearer  to  her,  his  hand  came 
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COTTON  IN  THE  BELFRY 

By  Sigmund  Fraud 

Odi  profanuin  volt/us  et  arceo;  iavete  Unguis. 
Carmina  noii  priiis  audita  i\I usaruiii  sacerdos 
virginibus  pucrisquc  canto. 

Hor.  Ill,  I. 

I  CONSIDER  it  my  duty,  before  entering  into  the 
main  section  of  my  paper,  to  explain  or  expatiate  on 
the  title.  As  the  reader  may  see,  it  is  composed  of 
four  perfectly  ordinary  words:  "cotton",  "in",  "the",  and 
"belfry."  Yet,  though  these  four  words  are  commonly 
used,  how  many  of  my  readers  can  imagine  or  guess  the 
nature  of  the  paper,  the  symbolism  in  the  title  ?  Does 
the  title  mean  "cotton  in  the  belfry"?  What  possibilities 
there  are  in  such  a  title!  A  northerner,  during  the  civil 
war,  realizes  the  high  prices  that  may  be  gotten  for  cot- 
ton, and  smuggles  six  bales  into  his  town ;  let  us  say,  by 
means  of  the  underground  canal.  This  act  lays  him  open 
to  charges  of  treason.  He  must  hide  them  until  he  is 
able  to  find  a  buyer.  His  own  home  is  frequented  by 
Union  soldiers ;  it  is  therefore  impossible  to  hide  the  cotton 
in  his  house.  What  to  do?  He,  after  great  labor,  raises 
them  into  the  belfry  of  the  church.  The  Union  army 
wins  a  battle.  The  sexton  goes  to  toll  the  bell  but  the 
bell  refuses  to  toll ;  the  six  bales  hinder  it.  The  bales  are 
discovered.  So !  There  is  treason  in  the  town.  Does  the 
man  confess?  Doesn't  he?  It  makes  no  difference;  for 
that  is  not  the  import  of  the  title.  Does  it  mean  "cotton 
in  the  cottonfield"  ?  No.  Does  it  mean  "bells  in  the  bel- 
fry"? No.  The  whole  meaning  depends  on  two  things: 
(i)  When  I  say  "cotton"  do  I  mean  "cotton"?  I  will 
explain  that  later;  (2)  When  I  say  "belfry"  do  I  mean 
"belfry"?  No.  1  mean  "head".  The  title  is  still  "Cot- 
ton in  the  Belfry." 

Introduction    to    the   Experiment. 

The  experiment  which  I  am  about  to  retail  to  the  read- 
ers of  this  magazine  took  place  in  the  laboratory  of  the 
school  which  I  attend.  I  am  a  medical  student,  and,  if  I 
say  it  myself,  am  of  good  reputation,  having  had  a 
scholarship  for  the  past  three  years  in  the  study  of  medi- 
cine; in  addition,  I  am  now  president  of  our  local  Y.  M. 
C.  A.  I  tell  these  facts  about  myself  merely  to  indicate 
my  veracity,  which  is  very  likely  to  be  doubted  in  the 
following  recital.  However,  if  my  own  veracity  be 
doubted,  I  have,  still,  the  laboratory  report  which  I  made, 
my  professor's  signature  on  it,  and  his  approval  of  the 
present  writing.  I  would  name  this  professor  but  it 
should  be  without  his  consent,  as  he  is  very  well  aware 
of  the  difficulties  which  would  attend  the  publication  of 
his  name:  the  numerous  inquisitive  letters  and  visits  he 
would  receive;  the  annoyance  of  the  press;  and,  most  im- 


portant of  all,  the  vilification  of  himself  by  his  envious 
colleagues,  who  would  call  him  "liar",  "faker",  "quack", 
"bunk-artist",  and  what  not.  Suffice  it  to  say,  that  he  is 
one  of  the  best  known  and  most  highly  regarded  profes- 
sors in  the  medical  faculty  of  our  university. 

These  are  the  facts  which  led  directly  to  my  laboratory 
experiment :  On  February  third  of  this  year  a  serious  acci- 
dent occurred.  Two  cars  collided ;  one,  a  Chevrolet 
driven  by  a  truck  driver,  was  practically  uninjured;  the 
other,  a  Packard  sedan,  was  demolished,  and  its  two  oc- 
cupants, a  young  man  and  a  young  woman,  both  students 
in  the  university,  were  very  seriously  hurt.  In  fact,  the 
young  woman,  much  to  the  sorrow  of  her  parents,  her 
friends,  her  university,  and  the  world  as  a  whole,  died 
on  the  way  to  the  hospital ;  the  young  man  is  still  in  the 
hands  of  the  doctors. 

As  soon  as  they  heard  of  her  death,  the  parents  de- 
clared that  their  daughter's  body  should  be  given  to  the 
medical  laboratory  of  her  university,  to  be  used  in  scien- 
tific research,  for,  "what,"  they  said,  in  a  very  dignified 
letter  to  the  director  of  the  medical  school,  "is  more  noble 
than  that  our  daughter,  herself,  in  life,  a  student  of  the 
arts  and  sciences,  should,  in  death,  be  an  aid  to  the  very 
science  which  she  studied  ?"  These  were,  in  truth,  very 
noble  sentiments ;  as  our  director  said  in  a  letter  which 
was  printed  in  all  the  newspapers  of  the  country ;  and 
finally,  the  poor  girl  was  delivered  to  our  laboratory. 

The  Experiment. 

It  so  happened  that  at  the  time  I  was  doing  original 
research  on  the  brain,  and  I  was  given  the  girl's  head  to 
examine.  How  I  found  this  to  be  the  head  of  the  girl 
who  was  killed  will  later  be  evident.  The  laboratory 
specimens  are  not  named.  To  go  into  all  the  details  of 
the  dissection  of  the  head  would,  in  all  probability,  be  too 
gruesome  for  even  a  modern  reader's  taste ;  and  besides, 
these  facts  would  probably  bore  him ;  I  will  therefore 
omit  the  non-essentials  and  proceed  to  an  examination  of 
the  brain.     I  only  note  that  the  skull  was  quite  thick. 

On  opening  the  skull,  what  was  my  surprise  to  see,  in- 
stead of  the  usual  brain,  a  mass  as  large  as  an  ordinary 
brain,  but  composed  of  a  material  which  looked  like  cot- 
ton batting!  "Surely,"  I  thought,  "somebody  has  played 
a  practical  joke  on  me,  and  substituted  batting  for  brain." 
But  then,  it  was  impossible.  I  applied  my  glass  to  it  and 
was  literally  thunder-struck  by  what  I  saw!  Through 
the  microscope  I  could  distinguish  numerous  threads,  en- 
tangled in  each  other,  threads  about  as  thin  as  spider- 
web.  And  on  these  thin  strands  (and  this  was  what  as- 
tonished me  most  of  all)  were  many,  many  words,  the 
sense  of  which  I  could  not  discover  as  they  were  all  so 
intermixed.  The  thing  to  do,  then,  was  to  look  for  a 
beginning  of  the  thread ;  for  I  had  come  to  the  conclusion 
that  this  mass  was  only  one  continuous,  self-generating 
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thread  of  thoughts  and  impressions — something  like  a 
stock-ticker. 

I  turned  the  "brain"  over  and  saw  at,  what  we  may 
call,  the  base,  a  compact  mass  of  the  white  substance; 
it  looked  something  like  a  cerebellum.  I  put  that  under 
the  glass  and  saw  that  it  had  no  impressions  on  it.  I  con- 
cluded, therefore,  that  this  was  the  girl's  youth  and  that 
time  had  effaced  all  its  impressions.  Now  I  found  the 
connecting  thread  and  began  to  wind  it  on  the  "cerebellum" 
as  one  makes  a  baseball  or  a  rubber-band  ball,  keeping  the 
thread  always  under  the  microscope  so  that  I  could  observe 
it  closely.  For  a  while  nothing  showed  ;  then,  as  I  wound, 
I  sa\v  the  word,  very  faintly  impressed:  "High  school", 
then  nothing.  I  continued  winding  and  was  finally  re- 
warded with  the  word  "Junior" ;  then  words,  still  very 
faintly  imprinted,  became  more  common.  I  saw  "Charles- 
ton", "date",  "John",  "first  kiss",  "all  tingling",  "love 
him  so  much",  "date",  "John",  "kissed  again".  Several 
dates  with  John  followed,  then:  "Date",  "Harry", 
"kissed",  "John  not  so  hot",  "Dick",  "mug",  "Tom", 
"date";  then:  "Dick",  "Harry",  "Tom",  "Jack",  and 
finally  the  record  degenerated  into  a  string  of  boys'  names 
which  continued  until  the  word  "Graduation."  At  this 
point  the  record  became  so  jumbled  with  names  and  events 
that  I  was  unable  to  decipher  it.  I  take  it,  however,  that 
the  girl  was  excited  about  her  graduation  from  high  school. 

All  during  this  time  I  was  troubled  with  the  lightness 
of  the  brain  which  tended  to  rise  towards  the  ceiling,  like 
a  balloon.  I  finally  solved  this  difficulty  by  fashioning 
a  sort  of  spit  in  which  I  fastened  the  part  I  had  already 
examined.  By  turning  the  spit  with  my  right  hand,  in 
a  manner  similar  to  barbecuing  a  chicken,  and  feeding 
the  thread  with  my  left  hand,  I  was  able  to  progress  in  my 
examination  very  neatly. 

The  next  impression  which  would  be  of  most  interest 
to  the  reader  is  the  note :  "Today  is  registration  day  at 
school.  Now  I'm  going  to  be  a  Northwestern  co-ed  and 
maybe  get  my  picture  in  the  paper."  From  this  point  on 
the  impressions  became  so  many  that,  for  the  reader's  sake, 
I  have  made  a  selection.  The  original  report  is  two  hun- 
dred and  eighty-seven  pages  long. 

The  impressions  continued:  "I  hope  I  get  into  a  good 
sorority.  Mary  Jones  has  pledged  Kappa.  Dorothea 
Janey  has  pledged  Delta  Gamma.  I'd  like  to  make  a  good 
sorority — father  says  money  is  no  object;  that  I  should 
get  the  best  out  of  school — I  will.  .  .  .  Oh,  I  pledged 
Kappa.  I  liked  so  many  of  the  girls,  but  I  don't  think 
Mary  Haynes  is  so  cute.  Harriet  Voss  has  a  brand-new 
unshorn  pony  coat.  I  must  write  father  about  it.  My 
coon  is  worn  out ;  I've  only  had  it  three  months.  .  .  . 
I  can't  stand  this  Mary  Haynes;  I  don't  see  what  they 
all  see  in  her;  just  because  she  has  a  Marmon  roadster. 
.  .  .  I've  got  a  date  with  John  Carney  tonight.  Gee, 
he's  good-looking  and  he's  a  Beta  and  he's  got  a  Chrysler. 
.  .  .  I've  got  a  nice  perfume  on  my  hair  and  when  we 
get  into  the  car  I'll  sit  close  to  him  and  he  can  put  his 
arm  around  me.  .  .  .  Good,  we're  going  to  see  Artist  and 
Models.  .  .  .  He's  a  senior  and  he  sort  of  smiles  as  if 
he  said,  "Gee,  you're  so  young!  I  know  more  than  he 
thinks  I  do.  .  .  .  This  show's  not  so  hot.  .  .  .  Oh,  we're 
going  out  on  Waukegan  road  to  some  roadhouse.  .  .  .  He 
says  he  loves  me  and  that  he's  had  his  eye  on  me  ever 
since  he  first  saw  me.  ...  I  love  him,  too.  .  .  .  Gee, 
how  he  can  kiss  .  .  .  it's  wonderful  .  .  .  this  beer  is  bit- 
ter ...  I  never  liked  beer  ...  he  thinks  I  can't  smoke 
.  .  .  I've  been  smoking  since  I  was  a  senior  in  high 
school.  .  .  .  Gee,  I  feel  woozy  .  .  .  the  air  is  kind  of 
cold.  .  .  .  He's  got  his  arm  around  me  .  .  .  OH-H-H- 
H   ...   he  asked  me  if  I'd  written  mv  theme  for  tomor- 


row. .  .  .  What  a  pill  he  is  .  .  .  and  I  thought  he  was 
so  wonderful.   .   .   ." 

Occasionally  I  came  across  something  like  this,  very 
faintly  impressed :  "John  Lyly  wrote  'Euphues'  .  .  . 
Shakespeare's  sonnets  are  beautiful,  the  teacher  says  .  .  . 
Bolivar  liberated  Peru  .  .  ." ;  but  these  things  were  so 
faintly  impressed  as  to  be  almost  illegible.  The  impres- 
sions continued:  "Bought  a  powder  puff  and  a  pair  of 
earrings  today  .  .  .  cut  two  classes  .  .  .  had  date  with 
Bert  Harper  .  .  .  had  double  date  with  Marjorie  Whif- 
fen  and  drank  her  under  the  table  .  .  .  she  got  sick.   .   .  . 

"Gee,  I'm  glad  the  semester's  over  .  .  .  got  three  C's 
and  two  D's  .  .  .  passed  in  everything  .  .  .  learnt  how 
to  black  bottom  yesterday  .  .  .  the  boys  think  I'm  pretty 
good  .  .  .  got  four  dates  next  week.  .  .  .  Talked  to  Mr. 
Jameson  today  and  told  him  how  interested  I  was  in 
French  ...  I  really  am  .  .  .  went  to  the  French  club 
with  Marjie  Whiffen  .  .  .  she's  so  nice  .  .  .  after  an 
hour  we  went  away  ...  it  was  so  dull  .  .  .  you  can't 
understand  what  they're  talking  about.  .   .  . 

"That  girl  who  sits  in  front  of  me  in  trig  is  a  smart 
girl  .  .  .  but  gee,  she's  homely  .  .  .  and  how  can  she 
take  an  interest  in  trig?  .  .  .  how  can  anyone  take  an  in- 
terest in  trig?  .  .  .  she  doesn't  belong  to  a  sorority  .  .  . 
went  to  chapel  and  heard  John  Thompson  talk  about  uni- 
versity being  a  replica  of  the  world  outside  .  .  .  who 
cares?  .  .  .  Date  with  Jack  .  .  .  date  .  .  .  date  .  .  . 
date  .  .  .  date  .  .  .  date.  .  .  .  Gee,  the  finals  are  almost 
here  .  .  .  now  I  have  to  cram  and  read  all  about  Bolivar 
and  Maria  Chapdelaine.  .  .  .  After  the  final  I  went  to 
Mr.  Jameson  and  cried  and  he  talked  awfully  nice  .  .  . 
I  know  he  won't  flunk  me.  .  .  .  Hurray  .  .  .  got  four 
C's  and  one  D  .  .  .  now  I  get  a  roadster  .  .  .  gee.  I'm 
having  a  good  time  .  .  .  Jane  Hermansen  got  married 
.  .  .  what  an  egg  she  married  .  .  .  she's  no  prize  her- 
self. .  .   . 

"Registration  .  .  .  application  .  .  .  matriculation  ...  no 
.  .  .  got  a  pipe  course  this  semester  .  .  .  taking  By  Eng- 
lish this  semester  .  .  .  it's  a  pipe,  they  say  ...  all  you 
have  to  do  is  memorize  the  notes  .  .  .  got  six  dates  this 
week  .  .  .  men  are  so  funny  when  they  pant  .  .  .  elected 
Chairman  of  the  Social  Committee  ...  all  the  sororities 
lined  up  ...  I  feel  good  .  .  .  picture  in  the  American 
.  .  .  getting  up  in  the  world  .  .  .  Jimmie  MuUaney  is 
such  a  sweet  boy  .  .  .  we're  going  together  .  .  .  date 
with  Jimmie  .  .  .  Jimmie  .  .  .  date  with  Jimmie  .  .  . 
gee,  I'm  tired  of  Jimmie  Mullaney  .  .  .  Harry  Wood- 
stock asked  me  for  a  date ;  he's  a  Phi  Delt  and  he  holds 
his  liquor.  .  .  .  I'm  sort  of  tired  of  all  this  necking  busi- 
ness. .  .  .  Hardy's  novels  express  his  philosophy  of  the 
suffering  of  sensitive  people  ...  all  Barrie's  women  are 
good,  gentle,  motherly  souls.  .  .  .  Henry  James  pictures 
character  as  it  is  seen  by  various  people ;  like  a  many-sided 
looking  glass  .  .  .  je  parle,  tu  paries,  il  parle,  nous  par- 
Ions,  vous  parlez,  ils  parlent.  .  .  .  Date  with  Henry 
Beardsley  tonight  ...  I'm  sick  of  studying  .  .  .  he's  so 
nice,  but  I  got  tired  of  him  ....  Bought  two  new  dresses 
today  and  four  chemises  ...  I  hope  I'll  get  good  grades 
this  year  .  .  .  Semester  exams  are  over  ...  I  passed  in 
everything.  .  .  .  Date.  .  .  .  Date.  .  .  .  Date.  .  .  ." 

There  is  no  need  to  relate  what  her  impressions  of  the 
second  semester  were,  for  they  were  very  similar  to  those 
of  the  first.     We  come  now  to  her  third  year  in  school: 

"Now  I'm  a  junior  .  .  .  gee,  the  freshmen  look  young 
.  .  .  I'll  be  twenty  soon  .  .  .  got  a  stiff  course  this  time, 
but  I'll  get  through  ...  I  wonder  what  some  of  the 
'serious  students'  see  in  books  .  .  .  why  study  hard  when 
you  can  get  through  without  studying  .  .  .  forced  to  read 
Tristam   Shandv  .  .  .  it's  not  bad.  .  .  .  Whiskers  .  .  . 
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The  Laity  were  for  it ;  the  clerg)'  were  against  it  .  .  .  and 
as  for  the  women.  .  .  .  I'm  grown  up  .  .  .  I'm  a  woman, 
a  university  woman  now.  .  .  .  Elected  house  president 
...  I  like  Jimmie  Brown  ...  he  knows  every  beer 
joint  in  town  .  .  .  got  piped  the  other  night  and — all  over 
the  place.  .  .  .  Why  study?  .  .  .  Date  .  .  .  Date  .  .  . 
Date  .  .  .  getting  along  fine  this  semester  .  .  .  using 
Alice  Pierson's  last  year's  notes  .  .  .  she  got  them  from 
Jane  Werdel  the  year  before  .  .  .  smoking  too  many 
cigarettes  .  .  .  fingers  getting  yellow  .  .  .  Oh  ...  I  left 
something  in  the  pocket  of  the  coat  I  sent  home  to  be 
cleaned  .  .  .  must  write  to  mother  telling  her  to  send 
back  coat  immediately  .  .  .  whew-w-w-w  .  .  .  Reporter 
from  Examiner  came  up  here  today  to  ask  why  we  go  to 
school  ...  I  told  him  I  go  for  an  education  .  .  .  funny 
.  .  .  date  with  Jimmie  Brown  tonight  .  .  .  oh,  good 
we're  going  to  see  Hit  The  Deck  ...  I  like  this  show 
.  .  .  Jimmie  tells  me  he  loves  me  ...  I  love  him,  too. 
.  .  .  Gee,  I  like  the  Blackhawk  .  .  .  the  music  is  hot 
.  .  .  Jimmie's  got  a  fifth  of  gin  ...  I  don't  like  gin 
much   .   .   .   the    lights    are    funny    here   .   .   .   they    dance 


around  .  .  .  Jimmie  says  he  loves  me  ...  I  love  him, 
too  .  .  .  Now  to  home  .  .  .  Jimmie  shouldn't  drive  so 
fast  .  .  .  whe-e-e  .  .  .  everything  goes  by  so  fast  .  .  . 
he  ought  to  go  slower  .  .  .  oh-h-h-h  .  .  .  he's  kissing  me 
.  .  .  we're  going  to  hit  a  car  .  .  .  it's  onlv  a  Chevro- 
let. ..." 

Here  the  thread  ended  and  I  take  it  that  the  girl  did, 
too.  It  is  a  great  sorrow  to  me  and  to  my  professor  that 
we  were  unable  to  preserve  the  'brain.'  But  a  ver\' 
curious  thing  happened:  I  had  removed  the  'brain'  from 
the  spit  preparatory  to  placing  it  in  an  air-tight  jar  when, 
suddenly,  a  gust  of  air  came  through  an  open  window, 
seized  the  'brain'  and  made  off  with  it.  I  yelled  to  the 
professor  and  we  chased  it  to  the  window.  By  the  time 
we  got  there,  the  'brain'  was  high  in  the  air,  probabh' 
seventy  feet,  and  mounting  rapidly  upward ;  we  watched 
it  as  it  rose,  but  finally  it  disappeared  from  our  sight. 

Students  who  wish  to  read  the  notes  in  detail,  espe- 
cially those  parts  which  I  have  deleted,  may  get  in  touch 
with  me  by  calling  University  7475. 

PAUL  KAPP 
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I'll  be  a  Booster  for  Mencken 

And  toot  for  him  alway. 
In  every  deed  do  his  pleasure 

Without  a  cent  of  pay. 

Chorus 
A  Booster,  a  Booster ! 

Mencken  wants  me  for  a  Booster, 
A  Booster,  a  Booster, 

I'd  be  a  Rooster  for  him! 


I'll  be  a  Wowser  for  Mencken 
And  snout  for  him  and  spy. 

Con  amore  seek  his  favor 

And  scheme  with  him  for  aye. 

Chorus 
A  Wowser,  a  Wowser ! 

Mencken  wants  me  for  a  Wowser, 
A  Wowser,  a  Wowser, 

I'd  be  a  Towser  for  him! 


II 

Count  your  many  Profits, 

Count  them  sou  by  sou. 
Count  your  many  Profits, 

God's  been  good  to  you — 
Count  your  many  Profits 

Give  King  Hank  your  thanks 
In  his  editorials 

We're  mountebanks. 


Chorus 
Count  your  Profits, 

Offer  Hank  a  prayer, 
Count  your  Profits, 

Loud  his  name  declare. 
Cou-ou-ount  your  Pro-o-ofits, 

Let  hosannahs  burst — 
Count  your  many  Profits 

For  King  Hank  the  First. 

HI 

Mexckex    [Nathan]    loves   us,    this 

we  know, 
'Cause  he  writes  about  us  so ; 
We  have  made  him  patron  saint, 
Gilded  him  with  lots  of  paint. 

Chorus 
Yes,  Mencken  [Nathan]  loves  us. 
Yes,  Mencken  [Nathan]  loves  us, 
Yeaaah,  how  he  loves  us. 
He  writes  about  us  so. 


He  loves  Service,  Pep,  and  \"im. 
There's  no  Babbitt  quite  like  him,- 
Men  of  Vision  that  we  are, 
He  cops  off  first  place  by  far. 
(Chorus) 


IV 

I  LOVE  to  tell  the  story 

Of  how  my  creed  and  shield 
Fall  riddled  full  of  phrases 

When  Mencken  takes  the  field  ; 
I  love  to  tell  the  story 

Of  how  his  mighty  line 
Makes  balderdash  of  Service 

And  other  hobbies  mine. 

Chorus 
I  love  to  tell  the  story — 

Judge  Gary,  rise  in  glory 
To  tell  the  whole  damn  story 

Of  Mencken's  might)-  line. 


I  love  to  tell  the  story 

Of  how  I  changed  my  \iews 
On  Coolidge  and  on  Harding; 

After  reading  Mencken's  spews — 
I  love  to  tell  the  story 

Of  how  my  idols  fell, 
I  dreamt  that  Wayne  B.  Wheeler 

Was  dry  at  last  in  hell. 

Chorus 
I  love  to  tell  the  story — 

May  Bryan  rise  in  glory 
And  warn  the  Lord  tempore 
Of  Mencken's  mighty  line. 

F.  J-  M. 
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CYNICAL  NOTES 


Lese  Majcstc. — It  is  characteristic  of  the  American 
Professor  that  try  as  he  will  he  can  never  quite  get  over 
the  archaic  notion  that  he  Amounts  to  Something.  Just 
as  soon  as  enough  time  and  effort  have  been  sacrificed 
digging  in  the  forgotten  cesspools  of  ancient  and  obsolete 
literary  hokum  to  give  him  the  privilege  of  signing  the 
mystical  initials  Ph.  D.  after  his  name,  he  forgets  the  high 
purpose  that  inspired  him  to  expend  his  talent  in  this  en- 
deavor and  sets  about  seeing  how  many  different  kinds  of 
an  ass  he  can  make  of  himself. 

One  would  think  the  title  of  Doctor,  which  he  so 
rigidly  insists  upon,  were  the  sum  and  substance  of  abso- 
lute success.  Looking  at  the  problem  from  an  unbiased 
standpoint  we  find  that  a  Ph.  D.  degree  has  many  inherent 
rights  that  automatically  devolve  upon  the  shoulders  of 
the  bearer. 

His  wife  is  accorded  the  privilege  of  having  an  occa- 
sional tea  with  the  president's  wife.  She  is  privileged  to 
snub  the  wives  of  instructors  and  high  hat  the  fraus  of 
assistant  profs.  Also,  to  speak  to  her  marital  incumbrance 
as  the  Doctor  on  each  and  all  occasions. 

To  the  proud  wearer  of  the  title  is  given  the  sacred 
fas  of  terrorizing  all  the  employees  of  the  school  who  do 
not  bow  down  and  worship  at  his  feet.  He  may  intrude 
himself  in  any  gathering  and  override  the  opinions  of  his 
assistants  and  departmental  aids  who  fear  his  displeasure 
and  influence  too  much  to  do  anything  but  "yes"  him.  He 
may  spend  the  classroom  hours  giving  lectures  so  dry  that 
the  plaster  bust  of  Shakespeare  that  decorates  the  room 
yawns.  He  may  bore  his  students  to  the  limit,  but  they, 
too,  fear  him. 

And  lastly  in  the  rank  of  privileges,  he  may  draw  for 
his  services  fully  one  third  as  much  money  as  a  real  good 
bricklayer. 

Libraries. — Aside  from  the  fact  that  in  most  colleges 
they  resemble  pent  houses,  libraries  are  places  where  a 
student  may  catch  up  on  his  sleep  or  engineer  an  assigna- 
tion for  a  dinner  date.  Some  of  them  are  known  to 
contain  books  printed  after  the  defeat  of  the  Spanish 
Armada. 

School  Spirit. — The  end  of  school  spirit  is  a  blocked 
punt. 

Education. — The  idea  of  colleges  for  the  furthering  of 
education  is  one  of  the  worst  fallacies  of  the  present  day 
boobery.  Some  people  persist  in  believing  this  archaic 
notion  and  in  so  doing  are  aided  and  abetted  by  not  a 
few  registrars  and  college  publicity  bureaus  throughout 
the  country.  The  truth  is  that  college  as  typified  by  the 
modern  university  is  merely  a  glorified  juvenile  country 
club.  Here  the  youth  of  the  country  may  frolic  compara- 
tively unrestrained  for  four  long  years.  Here  they  may 
■w'ear  their  loudest  clothes,  dance  to  their  heart's  content, 
indulge  in  their  "society"  antics  and  play  their  games  as 
the  mood  or  mode  dictates.  Of  course  there  may  be  a 
few  who  wander  in  with  a  sincere  desire  for  education, 
and  for  these  there  is  provided  a  library.     But  a  glance 


at  these  libraries,  buildings,  et  cetera,  compared  to  the 
Union  Buildings,  Sorority  and  Fraternity  houses,  Stadia 
and  gymnasiums,  definitely  fixes  the  position  of  education 
in  the  modern  U. 

Tivo  Lumps  and  a  Dash  of  Lemon. — Where  have  the 
eating  houses  gone  that  the  college  lads  of  the  Gay  Nine- 
ties and  later  used  to  know?  Clustered  within  the  en- 
virons of  the  modern  college  one  notices  a  plethora  of 
Cute  Cupboards  and  Girly  Grills  and  Tepid  Tea  Rooms 
and  what  not,  where  the  burly  athlete  whom  the  co-eds 
firmly  believe  to  have  hair  on  his  chest  may  languish  at 
his  ease  over  a  pink  and  blue  nursery  table,  a  mild  cigarette 
drooping  patricianly  from  his  digits  and  a  cup  of  Orange 
Pekoe  at  his  lips.  But  did  I  say  at  his  ease?  Alas,  the 
cerise  and  violet  booth  fashioned  from  discarded  boxwood 
groans  and  bulges  in  its  efforts  to  ensconce  his  six  feet 
two  hundred  and  ten  odd. 

A  waitress  in  a  pale  lavender  apron  bears  him  a  tongue 
of  a  humming  bird  {Chrysolampls  mosqultus  Trochllldae) 
between  thin  toast  fetchingly  garnished  with  fresh  parsley. 
He  nibbles,  his  appetite  fails  him,  and  he  goes  out  in  search 
of  the  nearest  hot  dog  wagon. 

Alack,  alack,  where  are  the  steins  of  brown  ale,  the 
platters  of  corned  beef  and  cabbage,  the  four  inch  roast 
veal  sandwiches?  Where  the  oyster  soup  with  soggy 
crackers,  where  the  steaming  pig,  the  mighty  wassail 
bowl?  The  murderous  Cuban  after-dinner  stogie,  the 
mellow  Meerschaums  with  bowls  like  blast  furnaces,  the 
man-sized  chew  ?  Gone,  no  doubt,  to  the  land  where 
drug  stores  sell  drugs. 

Haec  oUm  menlnisse  luvablt,  oh  Ye  Immortal  Gods! 

A  Tough  Time  for  the  Rabbits. — The  spread  of  the 
coonskin  coat  among  the  college  elite  bids  fair  to  make 
tough  going  for  the  erstwhile  happy  cottontail.  Youth 
must  be  served  though  every  bunny  in  the  country  meet 
disaster.  Youth  demands  a  coat  like  So  and  So's  because 
it's  all  the  rage,  and  you  simply  must  have  one.  So  the 
slaughter  goes  on  and  Jane  who  has  not  one  and  Bill, 
as  well,  write  home  to  the  folks  that  the  Evanston  winters 
are  so  cold  here  by  the  lake ;  that  they  actually  need  one. 
So  the  folks  save  and  scrimp  a  little  and  dad  wears  his 
old  shiny  coat  another  winter.  The  offspring  appear  in 
nice  new  fur  bennies.  Then  by  way  of  proving  the  cold- 
ness of  the  Evanston  climate,  they  then  throw  away  all 
hats  and  wander  bareheaded  in  the  middle  of  winter. 

Each  year  sees  more  converts  to  the  new  order.  Each 
month  sees  more  fur  coats  and  fewer  hats. 

Fraternltas. — It  is  notorious  that  the  flames  of  brother- 
hood burn  brightly  among  all  concerned  when  there  are 
four  tuxes  in  the  house  and  the  formal  forty-eight  hours 
away.  And  it  is  enough  to  cheer  any  man's  heart  to 
see  the  miraculous  spirit  of  fraternal  regard  showered 
upon  the  rich  pledge  who  drives  a  Playboy.  But  let  a 
comely  co-ed  smile  simultaneously  at  two  fratres  and 
brotherhood  makes  tracks  to  the  hinterlands. 

Garth  A.  Bentley 
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C/uiciiii  a  Son  Gout 

One  of  the  most  delicious  concoctions  of  the  last  decade 
is  "The  Dessert  Song."  It  has  been  serving  the  tastes  of 
a  hungry  public  for  over  twenty-five  weeks,  and  many  still 
stand  under  a  cooking  sun  in  an  infinitely  long  waiters' 
line  to  gain  admission. 

The  success  of  this  production  is  undoubtedly  due  to 
the  fact  that  it  is  well  done — it  contains  not  a  single  raw 
scene  nor  even  one  half-baked  song.  Everything  is  ac- 
complished with  a  spicy  tastiness  that  meets  with  the  ac- 
clamation of  all  palates. 

Perhaps  the  most  enticing  factor  in  the  successful  serv- 
ing of  "The  Dessert  Song"  is  the  creamy,  soft  voice  of 
Charlotte  Russe.  At  the  rising  of  the  curtain  she  sings 
a  rarebit  of  melody  entitled,  "My  Sugar  Daddy,"  and  at 
once  she  becomes  a  sherbet  for  an  ambrosial  season. 

But  equally  as  palatable  is  the  work  of  Count  Nessel- 
rode  and  Duke  Meringue  who  dish  out  an  inimitable  com- 
bination act.  Count  Nesselrode  entrees  and  utters  a  tart 
statement:  "Demi-Glace  aux  f raises!"  However,  Duke 
Meringue,  not  to  be  knifed  by  this  statement,  forks  out 
an  equally  sharp  reply:  "Creme  de  Menthe  aux  criitrjns!" 
The  audience  becomes  starved  for  more  of  their  appetizing 
offering. 

The  novelty  of  the  operetta  is  the  cake  dance  of  Pomona 
Frappe  during  the  second  course.  From  her  first  entrance 
it  is  easily  noticeable  that  she  is  a  true  croquette,  for  she 
fritters  here  and  fritters  there  in  utter  delight  and  aban- 
donment. Her  only  garb  is  a  lettuce  leaf,  but  she  does 
not  give  a  fig  for  modesty. 

In  the  third  course  Sir  Omelet  relates  in  a  consuming 
manner  his  nectareous  adventures  in  Africa:  "We  were 
pricking  our  way  across  the  plain  when  a  Tartar  sauce. 
He  called  his  warriors  who  numbered  over  a  bouillon. 
They  gave  chase,  and  when  they  overtook  us,  they  scal- 
loped our  head  cheese."  Of  course.  Sir  Omelet  had  been 
grilled  perfectly  for  his  part. 

The  only  cruel  element  in  the  plot  is  Bonbon  Eclair 
who  whips  Cream,  her  little  daughter,  for  being  so  fric- 
assee and  not  dressing  for  dinner.  However,  she  gives 
the  child  some  kisses  de  Meringue  in  the  end  to  prove  that 
she  is  a  fondant  mother. 

To  close  what  1  believe  to  be  the  most  savory  titbit  of 
the  season  the  entire  cast  gathers  en  casserole  on  the  stage 
and  sings  "Big  Butter  and  Egg  Man."  Delectable  to  the 
end,  luscious  in  every  sense,  toothful  beyond  words  is  "The 
Dessert  Song"  which  I  recommend  with  relish  to  all. 

G.   BABBITT 

II 

More  Hool'v 

The  bawdy  flagrancies  of  the  Goodman  theater  pro- 
ductions are  made  to  appear  cheap  when  contrasted  with 
the  greatest  of  all  Hoyle's  spasms.  Cut  the  Deck — here 
after  a  successful  run  from  Boston. 

It  is  a  vivid  story  of  a  bridge  player  on  the  high  seas 


who  becomes  enamored  with  a  Spanish  girl  for  no  other 
reason  than  that  they  may  dance  the  tango  together  and 
incidentally  introduce  a  chorus  in  Spanish  costume.  He 
tells  the  senorita  he  loves  her,  wants  to  marry  her.  But 
in  the  blue  lights  she  tells  him  that  she  wants  a  successful 
man. 

Life  has  ceased  to  mean  aught  to  him,  and  night  after 
night  he  sits  at  the  gaming  tables  long,  longing.  But 
came  a  night  and  the  dawn  of  a  September  morn.  He 
gazes  at  his  hand — Good  god!  Thirteen  hearts!  Thir- 
teen girls  appear  in  card  costumes,  and  who  do  you  think 
is  the  queen?  The  senorita!  His  name  is  published  in 
the  Evening  American.  A  success!  They  marry,  and  he 
gives  up  bridge — just  for  love. 

So  true  to  life  is  the  acting  that  it  seemed  to  be  a 
dream.  I  am  certain  it  was  a  dream,  for  never  on  God's 
earth  did  I  see  such  knotty  limbs  all  hitting  'er  up  at  thirty 
knots  an  hour.  At  times  the  play  dragged,  and  during 
such  numbers  as  "Stay  in  Your  Own  Back  Yard,"  the 
audience  passed  into  a  stupor,  only  to  be  revived  by  Mrs. 
EnsuU  in  her  song  and  dance  act  (lights  by  Public  Serv- 
ice Company  of  Northern  Illinois). 

The  final  ensemble  is  a  scene  that  will  rot  forever  in 
my  memor\'.  Ten  girls  dressed  as  little  Evas  doing  the 
polka;  seven  from  the  Hawaiian  Islands  doing  plenty;  and 
a  round  dozen  running  about  in  peanut  costumes.  Mrs. 
Ensull  ascends  on  a  bar  hung  on  gold  ribbons ;  horns  blow 
and  red  lights  are  cast  on  the  stage.  Upon  inquiry,  I  dis- 
covered that  the  scene  portrayed  the  burning  boy  eating 
peanuts  on  the  deck.  And  so  they  discovered  who  stole 
the  rajah's  Listerine. 

The  curtain  descended  and  the  first  nighters  left  with 
smiles  on  their  faces  and  with  promises  on  their  lips  that 
they  would  not  tell  their  friends  the  plot  of  the  story. 
Deep  in  their  hearts,  however,  was  the  fact  that  they 
didn't  know  and  their  mothers  had  never  told  them. 

ROY  ROSEXQUIST 

III 

T?-ivia 

Let  us  be  trite  and  refer  to  the  old  maxim  that  truth 
is  stranger  than  fiction.  The  recent  senatorial  investiga- 
tion into  the  mystery  of  why  Lindbergh  failed  to  take  his 
cat  with  him  to  Europe  is  by  far  the  most  laughing  farce 
of  the  year,  on  the  stage  or  off,  as  most  senatorial  investi- 
gations are.  The  Congressional  Record,  indeed,  should 
be  the  young  humorist's  Bible. 

The  whole  importance  of  the  investigation,  which  was 
gravely  carried  on  within  capitol  walls,  de\olved  to  the 
astounding  fact  that  all  the  felines  of  Europe  feel  that 
the  nonappearance  of  the  American  cat  was  a  breach  of 
international  Good  Will.  If  Lindbergh  represented  the 
bipeds  of  Columbia,  then  why,  in  the  name  of  etiquette, 
should  not  the  furred  quadrupeds  have  their  emissary? 
The  Continental  cats  are  cut  to  the  quick,  and  serious 
international  complications  are  expected,  according  to  Sen- 
ator Borah.  Obviously,  some  official  was  at  fault  for 
allowing  this  grave   error  to  occur,   and  who   that  some 
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one  is  is  what  the  learned  legislators  are  still  trying   to 
find  out. 

Since  the  cat  himself  (?)  is  the  only  individual  who 
knows  who  committed  the  treason,  she  was  the  chief  wit- 
ness before  the  Senate,  and  a  very  contrary  witness  he 
proved  to  be.  An  excerpt  from  the  learned  proceedings 
will  show  this  more  fetchingly  than  I  can. 

Chairman:     Order! 

The  Gentleman  from   New  York:     Ham  on   rve. 

(Laughter) . 

The  Gentleman  from  Idaho;  Let  us  put  jesting  aside. 
This  is  a  serious  matter.  Cat,  on  the  day  of  the  Atlantic 
hop  and  on  the  diurnal  date  of  same,  what  were  your 
first  conscious  thoughts?  Did  you  personally  wish  to  go, 
or  did  you  willingly  demur? 

Cat:     Meaow. 

The  Gentleman  from  Idaho:  Answer  succinctly,  ves  or 
no.     This  is  the  Senate  vou're  in  now  ! 

Cat:     Meaow? 

The  Gentleman  from  Idaho:  Perhaps  you  recall,  then. 
Cat,  what  part  in  the  nature  of  the  case  feline  consan- 
guinity played.  This  is  a  cardinal  point.  Are  you  sure 
beyond  rational  doubt  you  did  not  go  with  the  esteemed 
aviator  because  of  the  cat  vou  left  behind  vou  in  an  East 
Side  alley?     Heh,  Cat? 

Cat:     Mee — 

The  Gentleman  from  Alabama:  I  object!  The  revered 
gentleman  from  Idaho  is  employing  the  basest  sort  of  in- 
timidation and  sensationalism.  This  is  the  Senate  of  the 
United  States  and  no  Fools'  Paradise.  (Amen,  brother!) 
Let  us  see  if  the  Cat  himself  does  not  agree. 

Cat:     Meaow. 

The    Gentleman    from    Alabama:      Ah,    poor    Cat,    that 
they  should  jest  of  your  love-lIfe! 
(Senate  adjourns  before  the  bar  [liquid]). 

Chairman:     Order! 

The  Gentleman  from  New  York:     Ham  on  rve. 

(Laughter). 


Chairman:  Enough!  We  shall  let  the  questioning  rest. 
Taking  into  consideration  all  the  angles,  ramifications,  and 
obfuscations  of  this  case,  I  hereby  rule  and  aver  that  if  the 
Cat  refuses  to  answer  me — and  I  shall  ask  but  a  simple 
question — that  the  creature  be  held  in  Contempt  of  Senate. 
Cat,  granted  that  the  Cartesian  dualism  is  an  outworn  gar- 
ment of  philosophical  conjecture,  granted  that  the  epis- 
tomological  dilemmas  resident  in  its  methodology  are 
damning  in  the  light  of  neorealism,  and  granted  further- 
more that  Kantian  phenomenalism  is  at  best  but  a  mirage 
of  a  super-empyrean  intellect,  what,  then,  in  view  of  the 
nonpositivistic  ebullitions  of  the  doctrine  of  the  noumena, 
what,  then,  I  repeat,  would  vou  sav  to  a  saucer  of  warm 
milk? 

Cat:     Meaow!    (purrrrrr). 

The  Gentleman  from  New  York:  I  shovild  hazard  that 
the   witness'   defense   is  the  cat's  meaow. 

(Wild   laughter). 

Chairman:  Sit  down.  Now,  Cat,  you  are  held  in  con- 
tempt of  Senate.  Sergeant,  conduct  the  animal  to  his 
basket  and  see  she  is  kept  safe  from  the  reds. 

Cat:     Ffft,  ffft! 

Chairman:     Thirty  days   for  insubordination! 

The  Gentleman  from  Alabama:  I  object!  Unbe- 
knownst to  you  gentlemen,  I  have  been  a  loyal  spy  of  the 
S.  P.  C.  A.  all  this  time,  and  I  say  by  all  that  is  holy, 
by  all  that  our  mothers  taught  us  to  reverence — 

Here  we  shall  ring  down  the  curtain  on  this  ace  of 
fiascos.  The  climax  of  the  next  act  concerned  habeas 
corpus  proceedings;  but  upon  the  Senate's  wish  for  the 
presentation  of  the  cat,  the  sergeant-at-arms  (no  doubt 
a  minion  of  Wall  Street  in  disguise)  was  unable  to  main- 
tain corpus  delicti,  since  the  witness  had  meanwhile  ab- 
sconded to  the  alley  where  lives  the  cat  he  left  behind  him. 
It  was  a  him,  the  witness,  all  right,  I  remember  now. 

F.  J.  M. 
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METAMORPHOSIS 

A  ST.i^TE  of  things  has  come  to  pass 

Wherein  the  sweaty  scoffers,  scoffing, 
Have  turned  upon  themselves    en  masse 
And  scoffed  themselves  into  the  class 
They  took  delight  one  time  in  strafing 

Our  snorting  critics  stood  the  chance, 
While  airing  their  propensities, 

Of  leaving  out  that  those  who  dance 

Atone  for  their  high  arrogance 

By  paying  the  exorbitance 
Of  losing  their  identities. 


Indeed,  the  intellectual. 

These  sad  and  sorry  days,  dag  nab  it. 
Has  lost  the  former  subtle  art 
To  tell  his  coterie  apart 

From  genus  homo  Babbitt. 


?ss©®s^©^s: 


And  Rden  Now 

ADAM  AT  EVE,  by  John  Bareskin.     Six  bits,  if  you  bite.     Pp.? 
Heine!     Oxford  University  Squeeze. 

Among  the  human  writing  mills  of  the  present  genera- 
tion, John  Bareskin  is  perhaps  the  least  offensive  of  the 
great  group  of  Kiwanis-minded  literatasters  who  contrib- 
ute voluminously  to  the  domestic  belles  lettres. 

Not  so  long  ago,  he  pounded  out  Helen  of  Troy,  which 
in  addition  to  several  other  works,  has  dedicated  him  to 
Mammon,  beloved  of  Rotarians,  and  has  sorely  desecrated 
the  idols  of  the  historical  pedagogues.  This  literataster 
attempts  to  give  the  poor  working  girls  of  Chattahoochee, 
Ga.,  Chelmsford,  Mass.,  and  Corydon,  la.,  some  history 
pills,  sugar  coated  with  romance,  gleaned  from  the  aca- 
demic archives. 

Modern  pedagogy,  however,  owes  considerable  to  good 
old  Eve,  condemned  as  she  is  by  the  intelligentsia  which 
strives  for  a  place  in  the  modernistic  firmament  by  de- 
nouncing Santa  Claus,  marriage,  and  even  the  lovely  tale 
of  the  Garden  of  Eden. 

Bareskin  attempts  to  make  Eve  human,  which  is  ridic- 
ulously impossible.  Eve  stood,  emotionally  and  intel- 
lectually, at  about  the  same  level  as  the  dean-defying  coed 
of  American  universities.  She  would  have  scorned  the 
appellation  "Human";  she  was  meant  to  be  lovely,  lively, 
and  in  pursuit  of  the  luckless  male. 

This  latest  rejuvenation  of  the  long  defunct  will  prob- 
ably be  censured  (Eccl.)  by  the  fundamentalistic  fanatics 
of  the  Mississippi  hinterland,  and  Tennessee's  august 
solons  se  apresuraran  to  smother  this  disparaging  delinea- 
tion of  good  old  Eve,  who  foisted  this  money  grasping, 
silhouette  seeking,  chicken  chasing  world  of  ours  on  the 
dumb  but  faithful  Adam. 

Bareskin's  reincarnation  of  Mrs.  Adam  cannot  be  judged 
hastily.  It  is  a  worthy  work,  suitable  for  consideration 
b\'  the  English  department  of  Podunk  College.  Bareskin 
may  mount  a  pedestal  equal  in  altitude  e\en  unto  those 
of  Ethel  Meherin  and  Elinor  Glyn.  Quien  Sabe?  Bill 
Thompson  might  even  burn  it! 

O.  J.  H. 

She  Asked  A)iotlier 

MOULDY  ANSWER,  by  Rosalmond  Lemon.     One  buck  on  the 
hoof  (with  leaves).    Gnu  York:  O.  U'atta  Holt  Co. 

Since  young  writers  must  be  encouraged,  let  us  pay  trib- 
ute to  this  tender  flower  plucked  from  the  field  of  literati. 

Miss  Lemon,  unfortunately,  has  no  previous  works  to 
which  we  can  compare  this  piece  of  tomfoolery.  If  she 
ever  succumbs  to  the  passionate  desire  for  creation  and 
puts  her  pen  to  another  such  piece,  we  can  but  hope  to  be 
able  to  say  with  cordiality  that  she  has  effected  an  im- 
provement. 

Judith  wanders  through  three  hundred  and  forty-eight 
pages,  by  exact  count,  looking  for  something.  Once  a 
man  was  known  to  spend  an  evening  searching  for  an 
oyster  in  Thompson's  oyster  stew,  and  his  efforts  were  not 
less  futile. 


Most  girls  would  have  become  discouraged,  disgruntled, 
disappointed,  or  other  words  of  exasperation  if  they  never 
met  any  less  frail  excuses  for  masculinity.  Spinsterhood, 
or  even  being  "auntie"  to  the  children  of  one's  friends, 
could  not  be  more  painful. 

These  people  could  all  have  been  committed  to  the 
asylum  if  they  had  been  tried  by  the  usual  run  of  juries. 
One  had  a  passion  for  fire-works,  which  brings  a  vision 
of  Sennett  comedies  and  rockets  that  chase  fat  men  down 
fire  escapes. 

Judith  was  seeking  certainties  in  her  life.  She  asked 
too  many  questions.  Even  the  most  naive  woman  in  the 
world  can't  get  away  with  everything.  She  discovered, 
after  her  baffling  search,  and  while  she  was  yet  young, 
that  happiness  was  an  emptiness  of  no  thought  and  no 
feeling. 

It  is  not  according  to  Hoyle  that  a  heroine  should 
monopolize  an  entire  discourse  and  emerge  in  any  con- 
dition to  ask  "What  next?" 

B.   F.    H. 

Noah  Built  the  Ark 

DICTIONARY,  bv  Daniel    (see  above)    Webster.     Two  berries 
(razz)    (dill).     Skinflint,  Mich.:  the  Mint  Sf  Belc/i  Co. 

At  first  glance  one  notices  that  the  vocabulary  of 
Dictionary  is  fine,  but  the  plot  a  bit  vague.  Nothing,  to 
be  sure,  has  been  concealed  by  the  author,  for  he  covers 
his  field  from  A  to  Z. 

The  work  is  a  living  example  of  the  poiver  of  plain 
words.  No  book  could  be  more  realistic  in  its  terminology 
— not  a  word,  no  matter  its  staggering  frankness,  is  left 
out  wlien  needed.  In  fact,  the  masterly  attempts  at  real- 
ism by  all  the  foliaged  Russians  and  of  the  American 
dung  manipulators,  John  Dos  Passos  and  Sherwood 
Anderson  and  all  their  bare-faced  confreres,  are  but  cen- 
sored Sunday  School  leaflets  when  compared  to  the  bald 
expressions  of  Dictionary.  Beside  it,  the  daring  of  Rabe- 
lais, Boccaccio,  Balzac,  Flaubert,  Zola  and  Ben  Hecht 
pales  into  guilelessness. 

As  literature  Dictionary  can  claim  many  records.  It 
has  gone  through  innumerable  popular  editions  of  all 
sizes,  bindings,  and  prices,  yet  is  still  in  demand  ;  it  has 
been  translated  into  every  language,  and  so  full  of  gusto 
is  it,  that  it  has  proved  to  be  the  source  of  many  new 
tongues.  In  this  it  surpasses  the  achievements  of  Shake- 
speare and  the  Bible. 

True  to  the  case  of  most  great  literature,  those  who 
need  Dictionary  least  have  read  it  through  dozens  of 
times  with  relish,  each  time  finding  some  morsel  they  had 
missed ;  while  those  who  should  like  it  most,  such  as 
stenographers,  co-eds,  commerce  students,  engineers,  and 
chemistry  students,  never  open  a  chapter.  Perhaps  the 
difficulty  here  is  that  you  can't  even  tell  where  the  sen- 
tences begin  or  leave  off,  much  less  the  chapters. 

Though  rhyme  never  occurs,  the  author  seems  to  pos- 
sess a  consummate  sense  of  alliteration.  In  short  (as  all 
book  reviews  should  be),  its  main  weakness  is  its  muddled 
storj' ;  its  strength,  its  mastery  of  the  language. 

F.  J.  M. 
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R.  V.  Dumb  is  a  prominent  Rotarian  from  Oskaloosa, 
la.  He  attended  the  Keeley  School  of  Osteopathy  at  Hog 
Walloiv,  Indiana,  and  received  his  master's  degree  in 
Chiropractic  from  the  I.  C.  S.  He  is  at  present  employed 
as  night  ivatchman  in  a   Tombstone  factory. 

O.  Watta  Sap  is  a  professor  of  Futuristic  Research  at 
the  State  school  for  tlie  Feeble  Alinded.  Some  of  his 
latest  books  include  "M  hat  Price  Applecake"  and  "No 
More  Spinach." 

Ima  Nawful  Bhore  is  one  of  the  foremost  advo- 
cates of  Zoroastrianism  in  the  country.  As  the  fiftli  wife 
of  King  Ben  she  gathered  her  materials  for  her  article  on 
"How  to  fly  a  kite"  in  the  ivilds  of  the  Cicero  jungles. 

Benjamin  de  Brassieres  is  a  u-idcly  read  recluse 
living  in  Manhattan,  who  wrote  his  first  book,  "Forty 
Immorals,"  at  the  age  of  si.x  weeks.  He  lias  since  re- 
covered sufficiently  to  contribute  to  the  Mercury,  and  ne.vt 
month,  God  willing,  we  expect  his  "M^hy  octogenarians 
seldom  ived." 

Judas  H.  Priest  is  a  ivcll  knoivn  anarchist,  and  at 
the  present  writing  is  still  in  Leave mvortli  under  obser- 
vation after  he  looked  red  at  Secretary  Kellogg.  His 
revolutionary  "The  care  of  the  infant"  ivill  appear  ne.xt 
month. 

Welland  a.  CaNNAL  is  famous  to  our  readers  for  his 
'Desire  in  a  dormitory"  series  of  economic  dissections. 
His  latest  book,  "Darwin  or  Debsf"  is  on  the  presses. 
His  home  is  variable,  but  he  can  usually  be  located  in  the 
nearest  blind  pig. 


Wahoo     Hoopi     has     an 
Colu?!ibia. 


LL.D. 


bottery     from 


Veigh  Kant,  Ph.  D.  (Eureka),  never  knew  a 
ivoman,  so  he's  engaged  in  ivriting  a  book  on  them, 
"I'Fith  Voliva  in  Re." 

Armand  Hammer  proves  by  his  life  history  that  you 
can't  judge  a  man  by  his  earmujfs.  On  solicitation  he 
wrote  to  us,  "I  never  saw  a  mailman  on  time,  but  never- 
theless I  leave  tomorroiL<  for  China  to  teach  the  heathen 
the  blessings  of  Kiwanis.  Best  regards  to  the  waitress 
around  the  corner."  Armand  is  always  himself ,  perhaps 
unfortunately.     He  threatens  to   contribute  soon. 

HuLDA  Handa  Aces,  looked  at  them,  died.  The  Rev. 
John  Roach  Straton  has  the  funeral. 


Hugh  Horsefeathers  is  a  descendant  of  the  original 
Horsefeather,  Richard,  ivho  settled  in  Georgia  in  early 
colonial  times.  Richard's  passage  ivas  paid  by  the  British 
Government  and  the  manacles  made  horrible  sores  on  his 
wrists.  Hugh  himself  is  a  scholar,  but  not  by  nature;  he 
is  doing  "The  genealogy  of  Henry  Ford,  if  any"  for  us, 
and  has  so  jar  traced  the  pest-manufacturer's  lineage  back 
to  the  first  caveman  ivho  sold  ivaterlogged  rafts. 

Filly  Buster,  congressman  at  large  from  the  Barba- 
dos, has  pushed  many  worthy  bills  through  the  House, 
among  them  "Resolved:  that  Congress  is  not  a  side-show," 
ivhich  the  President  fortunately  vetoed.  She  expects  to 
get  even  at  his  next  handshaking  bee  by  introducing 
"Strangler"  Leivis  to  him.  She  is  enrolled  in  Senator- 
elect  Fare's  course  in  Political  Ethics,  on  ivhich  subject 
she  expects  to  u'rite  an  article  for  us,  "The  Americaniza- 
tion of  the  Matzos." 

Ll\"ER  B.  Sawsidge  is  a  butcher  in  the  slaughter  house 
at  the  L  nion  Stockyards,  Chicago.  He  is  preparing  "The 
Love  Life  of  the  Dodo." 

Hampton  Rhodes,  erstwlule  organizer  of  the  Wow- 
sers' Union,  did  neivspaper  work  for  Hearst  for  many 
years  until  the  Hall-M'ills  case  stumped  him.  Besides 
these  crimes,  he  has  been  a  sergeant  in  the  \orthwest 
Mounted  Police  at  Deliverance,  Ala.,  a  dish  ivasher, 
tenth  vice  president  of  a  since  defunct  hot  dog  stand,  and 
treasurer  of  the  Commercial  Club  of  Bullfrog,  Nevada. 
He  ivrites,  but  not  ivell. 

Waite  E.  Tomes,  LL.D.  in  Suicide  from  North- 
ivestern,  is  now  at  Snodgrass  University.  He  is  professor 
emeritus  of  the  night  course  (3  hours)  in  Necking,  ably 
assisted  by  his  colleague.  Prof.  Jirraff.  With  the  publica- 
tion of  his  "If  JF'inter  Co?nes,  So  Will  the  Coalman,"  he 
ivill  take  a  high  place  in  American  literature. 

Simon  Stable  majored  on  bread  and  ivater  in  the 
County  Home  for  Incorrigibles,  Darwin  County,  Ten- 
nessee, but  ivas  forced  to  leave  without  his  degree  because 
of  over-population.  He  has  set  up  as  a  Swami  in  New 
Haven,  Conn.,  and  is  enjoying  much  trade  from  frustrated 
professors'  u'ives.  His  disquisition  on  "The  Nine  Planes 
of  Existence :  a  Study  in  Refined  Hooey,"  ivill  be  out  in 
May. 

Bolivar  Applebutter  is  ivith  the  "Casket  Gazette" 
at  Coffin  Corners,  Ark.  He  has  established  himself  as 
the   foremost   authority    on    Entrailology    in    the    country. 
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Be  Well  Bred!  SNetRS 

**Public  Boners^'  to  make  you  unbearable  in  3  days 


-  WHAT'S  WRONQ  HERE? 


Do  you  wash 
your  hands 
in  your  neighbor's 
soup  when  your 
neck  needs  it  worse? 
Are  you  in  the 
habit  of  kissing 
your  wife?  Are 
your  children  glad 
to  see  you  in  the 
evening?  Take  an 
inventory  of  your- 
self. If  these  things 
are  true,  do  not 
despair.  All  is 
solved  in  "Public 
Boners." 

Do  you  run  out 
of  insulting  come- 
backs? Is  your  con- 
versation lifeless 
because  of  exces- 
sive tact?  Can  you 
interpolate  dirty 
digs  in  your  dis- 
course? What  of 
your  vocabulary, 
is  it  too  refined  for 
polite  table  talk? 
Weep  not.  "Pub- 
lic Boners"  con- 
tains a  special  sup- 
plement covering 
this  province  of 
conduct! 

Are  you  ever  in- 
vited twice  to  the 
same  house?  Such 
errors  as  this  are 
simple  to  correct  if 
you  buy  Emily 
Host's  master- 
piece. 


NO,  her  breach  of  good  form  is  not  her  face  or  her  figure 
although  they  leave  room  for  improvement.  On  page 
301,  Spasm  V,  in  "Public  Boners,"  we  read:  "One  should 
never  expect  to  find  fraternity  men  hiding  under  an  inadoor 
bed;  it  isn't  under,  it's  up.  And  besides  the  air  in  the  closet 
is  too  stuffy  to  offer  a  guest."  Buy  "Public  Boners"  and 
discover  the  solution  to  the  young  lady's  dilemma.  You  may 
be  in  such  a  fix  some  day! 


PERHAPS  you 
believe  you 
subscribe  to  none 
of  the  social 
breaches  listed 
here.  Perhaps  you 
believe  yourself  ex- 
pert in  the  mutual 
niceties  of  the  po- 
lite life.  Perchance 
you  think  you  are 
a  past  master  at 
performing  the  de- 
voirs of  a  cultured 
being,  the  duties  of 
etiquette?  But  are 
you?  Think!  No 
one  is  perfect,  not 
even  yourself. 

When  you  are 
out  with  the  one 
girl  in  the  world 
for  you,  do  you 
help  her  over  con- 
venient mudholes? 
Or  if  you  can  afford 
a  taxi,  do  you  pay 
the  fare  when  her 
old  man  could  buy 
your  soul  and  never 
know  it?  Do  you 
spill  cabbage  down 
her  back  when  you 
might  use  spinach? 
We  bet  you  do! 
You  know  in  your 
heart  of  hearts  you 
do.  Don't  hesitate 
to  admit  it  to  your- 
self. Go  at  once  to 
the  nearest  book- 
seller's and  belch 
for  your  copy  of 
"Public  Boners " ! 


EMILY  HOST'S  NEW  REVISED  "PUBLIC  BONERS" 

Five  Belches  and  a  Swift  Kick  in  the  Pantaloons  at  All  Book  Stores 

TVTEW  chapter  headings  included  in  this  edition  and  never  before  pubhshed  are 
"*■  ^  " Corn-on-the-cob  with  a  vengeance,"  "Asparagus  tips,  but  spills  never," 
" Senegambian  table  talk"  and  "If  it's  not  done,  do  it!"  You  cannot  afford  to 
miss  these! 

Fox  Pass  Publishing  House   '  Chicago,  UL 


Tuenty-eigJit 


"^^ 


Abel:     "They  certainly  have  got  'IT.'" 

Cain:     "Who,  where,  how  and  what  do  you  mean  'IT'"? 

Abel:     "Why  the  style  in  those  New  Spring  Suits  in  The  Hub's  Evanston  Shop!' 


Twenty-nine 


lEf  TiEIDfN  pUlDPILirpAKROJ 


THOSE  INTERESTED  IN  SUR- 
VEYING THE  NEWEST  DEVEL- 
OPMENTS IN  CLOTHES  AND 
HABERDASHERY  FOR  SPRING 
WILL  GAIN  A  MOST  EXCEP- 
TIONAL ADVANTAGE  BY 
ATTENDING  THE  NEXT 
FINCH  LEY  EXHIBITION  TO 
BE   HELD   AT    YOUR    SCHOOL. 

WATCH    COLLEGE     BULLETINS     FOR 
DATES  AND  PLACES  OF  EXHIBITIONS. 

HATS       :       HABERDASHERY       :       SHOES 

LEATHER  GOODS       :       LUGGAGE 

CRA  VA  TS      :       WOOLIES 

CLOTHES  FOR  CAMPUS.  SPORTS 
AND       FORMAL       USAGE. 


FIFTH     AVENUE  lACKSON     BLVD. 

NEW   YORK  CHICAGO 


Peeta:  Since  we  belong  to  the  same  fraternity, 
you  ougint  to  show  your  brotherly  love.  Are  you 
going  to  tell  me  to  take  the  biggest  piece  of  pie  ? 

Eeta:     No,  that  won't  be  necessary. 

—Belle  Hop 


Nudeless  Question 

Lady  (to  artist) :     Are  you  doing  anything  in  the 
nude  now? 

Artist:     Only  bathing,  madam,  only  bathing. 

—Belle  Hop 


Grandpa:  Hello.  Johnnie'  I'm  your  grandpa,  and 
I've  come  to  visit  you.  I'm  your  grandfather  on  your 
father's  side. 

Johnnie:  Well,  if  you  stay  around  here  \'ery  long 
you'll  find  you're  on  the  wrong  side. 

— Pointer 


"My  fraternity  brothers  are  all  slick." 

"Are  you  sure  ^" 

"Yea,  they're  all  sliding  through  college." 

— Kitt\'  Kat 


^^m4 


A  drunk  at  the  task  of  making  love:  I  love  you  as  no 
one  ever  loved  before.  I  love  you  as  Romeo  loved  his 
Pocahontas,  I  love  you  as  Caesar  loved  his  Brutus,  and 
as  Paris  loved  the  immoral  Helen. 

—Old  Maid 


BARBERS 

WHO  KNOW  HOW! 


Up-to-date,  Sanitary 

Work  by  Experienced 

Barbers 

Next  Time,  Visit  This 
Better  Barber  Shop 

THE 

ORRINGTON 

BARBER  SHOP 

Adjacent  to  the  Office  Lobby  of  the  Hotel 


Thirty 


So,  This  is  Leap  Year 


:      By  BRIGGS 


WH6M     VOU'VE.     BeEr>l    iPEMOlNCi 
ALL     OF    yooK    ISvVSmimOS     AMD 
MO^"T     <3F     YclU9.     PAV     For    THRes 
YsA^S     OlJ    A   WOMBGRFOC    GlRl_ 


-AMD    YCKJ'^S.     KJEs/ER     BEEnJ    Affue 
To   GST    OP    GMOWGH     KJeRve     "rt> 


poF"   -rne   B<«3    QussTiofJ 


^lr-Jt<lr.ie      A     Lot 
,MD--VJH-       I     -THOOSHT 


-     AmD    ThEkJ     osJE     NISHT    vS«e 
.3ho\aJS     >SiGfOS    OF   BEOOMiMtS 
5EMTI  l^erjTAl_ 


AMD     >     HOPS,    'rbo    v>jo»o'"r 
rHrMi<     I'^A   TSRRiSLV    fbRvjJAR-DJ 
IM     ASKl'-JG    YoO    "This 


©  1928.  p.  Lor-::!ard  Co.  .Est.  1760 


not  a  cough  in  a  carload 


Thirty-one 


'"EVA^N^sroLVr"-      Phone  LlRivGrsity632  MZ 
FLOWERS  BY  TELEGRAPH 


^     CLOTHES     1 

Ready-made  , 

And  Cut  to  Order 

ESTABLISHED  ENGLISH  UNIVERSITY 
STYLES.  TAILORED  OVER  YOUTHFUL 
CHARTS  SOLELY  FOR  DISTINGUISHED 
SERVICE    IN   THE    UNITED   STATES. 


%\xtccUxl^oxi%e 

Suits  «40,  *45,  *50  Overcoats 


He — "When  I  first  met  you,  you 
were  a  little  dear.  " 

She — "Yes?" 

He — "But   you   are  darned   ex- 
pensive now." 

Belle  Hop 


"Let's  go  to  the  press  room," 
said  the  young  reporter  as  he 
walked  from  the  hall  into  the  parlor 
with  his  date. 

— Ghost 


Yea,  Nodrog,  we  flunked  out  of 
the  University,  too. 

He — Well,  so  long,  Mary,     ^'ou 
will  never  see  my  face  again. 
She— Oh,  Henry— why  ^ 
He — I  am  going  to  raise  whiskers. 
— Bison 


Famous  Surgeon — I  have  been 
treating  men  for  ten  years  and  ha\-e 
never  heard  a  complaint.  \\  hat 
does  that  prove!' 

Voice  from  rear — Dead  men  tell 
no  tales. 

—Black  and  Blue  Jay 


Thirtx-tu-o 


j\[QRtlMWlE/TlEDfV  PUIDPILIF 


One  of  lifers  great  pleasures 
is  smoking 

Camels  give  you  all  of  the  enjoyment 
of  choice  tobaccos*  Is  enjoyment 
good  for  you?    You  just  bet  it  is* 


©  1928,  R.  J.  Reynolds  Tobacco 
Company.  Winston-Salem,  N.  C. 


Thirty-three 


WALK-OVER  SHOE  STORES 
607  DAVIS  ST.    —    EVANSTON 


125  South  State 


14  South  Dearbo 


"His  name  begins  with  a  'C,  but  I  can't  remember 
what  it  is. 

"  Is  it  Charles!'" 

"No." 

"  Is  it  Chillingsworth?" 

"No — oh,  I  remember  now — it's  Choseph!" 

— Pointer 


Man  (searching  through  house  for  his  wife)  to  the 
maid:  Bridget,  do  you  know  anything  concerning 
my  wife's  whereabouts? 

Bridget:     ^'es,  sir,  I  put  them  in  the  wash. 

— Ghosl 


Friend :  What  is  your  son  taking 
up  at  college'' 

Father:     Space,  nothing    but 
space. 

— Green  Gander 


Pretty  Little  Co-ed  (on  a  \ery 
beautiful  moonlight  night,  on  a 
bench  out  by  the  observatory) : 
Dearest,  do  you  love  me,  really, 
more  than  any  one  else  in  all  the 
world?  Do  you  love  me  enough 
to  give  me  your  name^ 

Dumb  Sigma  Beta:  Sure:  Willie 
Smith. 

— Kitt\  Kat 


'  How  does  it  come  you  fell  for  me "!' ' 
'  Your  line  was  so  low  it  tripped  me.  " 


-Flar 


Thirt\-four 


l\|ORTll^l\VViE/TlEIQfN  |p!DIDIPILIE  ipjBlBQI_ 


/f 


Ij^ 


->*■■'■ 


suits  my  taste 
like  nobody^  business 


I  KNOW  what  I  like  in  a  pipe,  and  what  I  like 
is  good  old  Prince  Albert.  Fragrant  as  can  be. 
Cool  and  mild  and  long-burning,  right  to  the 
bottom  of  the  bowl.  Welcome  as  the  week-end 
reprieve.  Welcome  . . .  and  satisfying! 

No  matter  how  often  I  load  up  and  light  up, 
I  never  tire  of  good  old  P.  A.  Always  friendly. 
Always  companionable.  P.  A.  suits  my  taste. 
I'll  say  it  does.  Take  my  tip,  Fellows,  and  load 
up  from  a  tidy  red  tin. 

Fringe  albert 

-^no   other   tobacco   is   like   it! 


The  tidy  red  tin  that*S 
packed  with  pipe-joy. 


Thirty-five 
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Kearbttm 

I       Authentic  styled^ I 
l^egeaothesT 


New  in  Pattern  and  Model, 

Designed  According 

to  the  Requirements 

of  College  Men 


*'  I'm  Learbury,  The  Big  Shot 
of  the  Campus" 


Henry  CLy  tton  S  Sons 

Evanston  Shop 


Thirty-six 


ARE  YOU  TRAVELING 
THE  ROAD  TO  DEFEAT? 

Are  You  a  Failure  in  Life? 

let  us  help  you  along  it! 
Garrot  Bibulous  Institute 

Offers  Courses  for  Home  Study 

(Penitentiaries  not  excluded) 


OUR  COURSES: 

Assault  and  Battery- 
Major  Burglary 
Highjacking 
Shoplifting 
Libel 
Blackmail 

Homiletics  of  Swindling 
Slander 

Cracksmanship 
Arson 

Pocketpicking 
Bootlegging 
Advanced  Yeggery 
Homicide 

Temporary  Insanity 
Felony 

Hold-up  Exegesis 
Hamstringing 
Highway  Robbery 
Beginning  Thievery 
Perjury  ^ 

Elementary  Criminal  nthics 
Mayhem 


CREDITS: 

30  days 

20  years 

Leavenworth 

10  days 

30  days 

1  year 

exile 

10  months 

6  months 

year  to  life 

10  days 

90  days 

extradition 

optional 

acquittal 

parole,  £ood  behavior 

see  leaflet 

year  to  life 

life 

proba  tion 

contempt  of  court 

professional  honesty 

notoriety 


Our  extension  school 
has  arranged  for  a 
curricula  of  outside 
activities  and  athlet- 
ics which  are  dis- 
pensed over  the  radio 
from  Sing  Sing: 


Skin  Gam^ 

Con  Game 

Badger  Game 

The  Old  Army  Game 

Throw-the-Bull 

Hurdle-the-Facts 

Jump-at-Conclusions 

Pulpit  Pounding 


indoor 

indoor 

inadoor 

both 

all  seasons 

relay 

hop  and  skip 

perpetual 


Spread-the-Applebutter    all  seasons 


GARROT  Bibulous  Institute  of  Criminal  Practice  has  only  one  entry  requirement,  that  you  have  a  police  record 
of  at  least  three  convictions,  preferably  major.  Petty  crimes  such  as  purse-snatching  constitute  only  half  units 
of  outside  credit.  Do  not  be  bashful.  We  are  trying  to  help  you.  Bare  your  past,  it's  safe  with  us. 
We  are  prepared  to  meet  your  every  need.  Head  Warden  Iceland  has  gathered  about  him  a  coterie  of  crooks  who  &Te 
internationally  wanted  as  masters  in  their  fields.  Have  you  wondered  as  to  the  whereabouts  of  Tommy  O'Connor?  He 
is  Professor  Emeritus  of  Jail  Delivery.  Who  killed  McSwiggin?  The  m^an  is  our  Assistant  Professor  of  Painless  Homi- 
cide. Who  killed  Julia  Greene?  S.  S.  Van  Dyne  is  departmental  head  of  the  Art  and  Science  of  Outwitting  Detectives. 
While  each  course  is  planned  to  cover  all  basic  material  essential  to  a  full  understanding  of  the  subject,  there  is  sufficient 
elasticity  to  adapt  it  to  the  individual  needs  of  the  embryo  Durkin.  Tlie  Institute  is  prepared  to  send  you  on  request,  in 
blank  envelope,  full  information  about  the  Jug  Club,  the  scope  of  our  courses,  and  their  notorious  graduates.  Use  the 
form  below,  now! 

Garrot  Bibulous  Institute 

Hoosegow  Extension  Home  Study  Dept.,  Penville,  Illinois 

Please  smuggle  me  inside  dope  of  Garrot  Bibulous  Honie  Study  Courses  and  their  risk. 

I  azn  particularly  interested  in  the  following  outlawry:       

Name: (alias) (alias) (alias) Specialty: 

Criminal  record  (be  brief) : 

Jail  last  attended: Stretcrt : 

Pardoned? Paroled? Escaped? How? 

Where  can  we  find  you?  (specify  favorite  blind  pig) : 


***■' 
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